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Intro--Part | 


Author's Notes: 
My first ever collaboration! | am so stoked to get on this! | have always wanted to do the whole "how long 
does it take before you find out you like someone” deal, and | am so glad | found a great writer who is as 


excited about this as | am! 
Thank you, slashsgir'! 


Also, thanks for reading! 0///o 


| watched him standing there; red hair glowing in the spotlight, that voice that reverberated through 
auditoriums across the country shrieking out the last few lines of Paradise City. He was freaking beautiful. 
Even with sweat pouring off of him he was beautiful; not that the rest of us weren't sweating up here under 
all of these lights. It was almost cooler when you were sweating because the ceiling fans would blow you dry 
and that always felt good. | wish | was looking at him sweating under me instead of beside me onstage. | look 
away and catch Duff's eye: guess he saw me staring at Axl. Great; because | really want to hear about this 


shit later. 


When the lights went down, we all made our way backstage. | felt somebody grab my arm from behind. | 
whipped around to see the silhouette of the green-eyed terror that made my dick hard; sure, he was a terror 
but he was our terror, so it was ok. He was a Grade-A pain in the ass sometimes, but he was our pain in the 
ass. He was also beautiful, and a genius, and funny as hell. | alternately loved and hated him, depending on the 
day, but | always wanted to fuck him, that never changed. | wondered if he wanted me too. But it was clear 
that what he wanted at the moment was to use my arm as a catapult to launch himself in front of me so 


that Alan couldn't pester him anymore. It wrenched my shoulder painfully and | cursed loudly. 
"Goddammit, Axl, you fucker!" 


He almost tripped me by landing in front of my right leg but | threw my arm around his shoulders. | had to 
act like a guy playing with his friends, and not like a guy who wanted to fuck his lead singer; so as payback for 
hurting my shoulder | wrapped my arm around his head and forced his face into my sweaty armpit. It served 


him right anyway. 


He started beating my side, and it was painful after a while, so | let him go. And he spat and tried to scrub off 
his face, and he shrieked every name in the book at me in fury, and all that good shit. Ha. Izzy and Duff, who 
saw the whole thing, started laughing. He glowered in fury. But that's what he got for almost tripping me and 


half-wrenching my arm out of the socket. 


"There are plenty of chicks backstage here who would die to have my sweat on them; you saying you don't 
want the same thing? It's like having royalty sweat on you, you should be gratefull" | teased him. He glared at 


me, his eyes like emeralds in a fire. 


"You're a sick fuck, you know that?!" He retorted, still swiping at his face like a bear trying to swat away bees. 
"How the fuck am | going to get that smell out of my nose? It's like the smell of death; it lingers, Slash!" 


"Well good, that gives you an idea of what you smell like when you come offstage!" | laughed. "But | bet Steven 
smells worse than me though, want me to ask him to stop so you can compare? You know you want some of 
Steven's chest sweat on youl" Izzy and Duff smirked over their cigarettes. Axl rounded on them. They quickly 
looked away, trying to hide their grins. He turned back to me. 


“Again, | repeat, you are a SICK motherfucker!" He says and dances out of my reach as | tried to make good on 
my threat and shove him towards Steven. And he's off like an angry hornet down the hall, pushing Steven out 
of the way. Yes, he was a pain in the ass for sure, but he was our pain in the ass; and | still wanted to fuck 


him. And.. maybe more.. 


"Great show, Slash. Here. On me." Duff sat down at my disgusting little bar table with a glass of whiskey. Izzy 
and Steven accompanied him. Axl whined that his throat hurt and slammed the door in our faces when we 


invited him down to the bar. But | thought | saw him glare at me before he did it. Yippee. Guess he still held 


that whole episode from earlier against me. Fabulous. | was just kidding. | didn't think it would upset him that 
much. 


"Thanks Duff" | downed the glass in one go. Izzy poured me another from a bottle he had snuck in. Again, | 
downed it without another thought. This shit was good. 


Soon, two shots became four became six became holy-shit-man-is-that-dude-a-guy-or-a-girl. The guys’ 
faces were swimming, their glasses running together like rivers. Haha, that's funny. God, | was annoying when | 


was drunk. 


"So, Slash, Axl must be really pissed off at you, since he didn't want to come down" Izzy said over his beer. | 


nodded, and the room nodded with me. 


"Maybe. Maybe | should go up-upstairs and make out with him." | stammered, my words catching up with me. 
What the hell did | just say? Oh shit! Someone set my face on fire, it felt so hot! The others laughed at me. 
"No, no! That's-not what l-I should go up and make up with him! Make out, haha.. Axl wouldn't kiss me, he 
hates me.. | don't hate him, though-I--| fucking love him! Know what | mean? Like, | think he's so hot, hotter 
than girls, y'know?" Oh my GOD, someone shut me up! Please! Someone please, for the love of fucking God, 
please hit me over the head to shut me up! 


"Oh really?" Steven smirked, eying the other two guys. They looked funny. Like, haha funny. Fuck, | need to go 
to bed.. l'm so goddamn drunk.. I've just spilled the fact that | have a crush on my lead singer.. 


"Yeah, man! Like, | know he doesn't have tits, but his ass! It's just so perfect, ya know? Ya know?" | found 
myself shaking Steven to make sure he was following. | wanted to die-~shut up, shut up, shut up! Why wouldn't 
my mouth shut up? 


"Ok, ok, dude, | hear ya. Stop shaking me, man" Steven giggled at me, spilling a few drops of his drink on his 
arm. He tried to lick it off himself. 


"So, you like Axl, huh?" Duff leaned across the table, smiling at me like a Cheshire cat. The other two leaned in 
too, both grinning. 


"Oh yeah! | like, like, his hair-its a cool color, that red. Red-heads are hot. | like his ass, his waist, his 
tummy..he's so skinny, man, doesn't he ever eat? And-holy shit, | like his legs too! They're real nice.. Seriously 
though, guys, Axl is fucking hot. Like, he's on fire, that's how hot he is!" Another gulp of whiskey..dear God, if 
you're out there.. why would you let this happen to me? "But, but he's homo-homopathic-" 


"Homophobic?" Izzy giggled, lighting a cigarette, his beer gone. | was seeing two Izzy's lighting up. Haha. 
"Yeah! That's the-word." | hiccuped, feeling my diaphragm squeeze my lungs slightly. | looked at my glass and 


saw it was completely empty. It made me a little sad. | looked at the others, hopeful that they would get me 
another round. They were giggling behind their hands and looking at each other. "Hey, hey! What's so funny, 


guys?" 


"Well, aside from the fact that you just spilled to us that you have a hard-on for our hot-headed, possibly 
psychotic lead singer?" Duff sniggered, taking a drag off of Izzy's cigarette. Even the drunk part of my mind 


grasped that one now. Oh shit. | was in real trouble now.. | could feel my eyes turning into dinner plates.. 
"Oh fuck. | didn't.did |?" | breathed, my mouth still tasting like whiskey. God..damn..it... | was in trouble now.. 


‘Ohhhhhhh yeah." Steven said, finishing off his glass. He looked fairly tipsy himself. | felt them coming to my 
eyes.. tears,. oh fuck, | was ruined.. It was bad enough that Axl was never going to return my feelings, but 


now the whole band knew?! Shit! Their smiles faded. 
"Aww, hey, Slash, come on, don't cry about it. We won't tell" Duff said. | stared at him. 
"You won't?" 


"No. In fact, maybe we can help you get Axl" Duff said, looking at the others. They nodded in agreement. Izzy 


finished his cigarette and put it out on the tabletop. Oh well, as long as no one saw. | snorted. 


"Ha, yeah right. Axl is straighter than a line. He'd call me a faggot and kick me out of the band. He's afraid of 
gay people." | said, gripping my empty glass tightly, like it would whisper words of comfort. 


First of all," Izzy said, leaning in towards me, pushing his hair out of his eyes, "Axl isn't straight. He's bi. I'm 
the one who would know." He flashed me a telling smile. "Don't let his hot-headedness fool you there. He and | 
go way back.. way, way back. Trust me. Once you convince him that you're harmless, he'll curl up in your 
arms like a kitten. Or, at least, that's what he used to do for me. It's kinda cute, actually. That being said, you 


have to win him over carefully." 


I'm not one for flowers or mushy poetry.. | couldn't win over a girl | actually liked, let alone Axl." | mumbled, 
my face turning pink from both the alcohol and from imagining a half-naked Axl curled up in my arms, his hair 


tickling my neck 

"That's ok, neither is he. We'll all help you, man" Izzy said. | stared. This was way too good to be true. 
“But-" Duff interjected, raising a finger. "This isn't going to come for free. This isn't a dating service. Slash, 
you're going to have to come to us at the end of every day, when Axl goes to bed, and tell us how it went. 
And you have to tell us everything." He winked. "And for every day you screw up, you have to buy us all a 


drink" | opened my mouth to protest. | knew it was too good to be true.. 


"Free drinks? Alright!" Steven cheered, definitely drunk now. | wish | was still drunk. Being sober was starting to 


suck right now. 


"So, this is going to start when we get home. We'll meet in Steven's room, ok Slash? Don't bring Axl" Duff said. 


The other two nodded, smiling mischievously. 


| walked home with them, listening to them sing "Whisky in the Jar", resolving never to drink whiskey with 
them again. Dear God, what have | gotten myself into? 


Intro--Part 2 


Author's Notes: 
Hi Guys! Welcome to the Intro Part 2! Sorry for the wait, life has been crazy as hell for the both of usl 
Thank you, slashsgirl, for putting up with me and my crap, and for being so amazing and writing such a great 


chapter! Yay! 


Thanks to all for sticking with us! :-) 


Soooo...you wanna know how to get into Axl's pants or not?" Izzy asks me waggling his eyebrows up and down 


and sucking on a cigarette. 


We'd all made it back to Steven's room in one piece. | was starting to sober up, and it was really starting to 
suck now: everyone was gathered on the bed and the floor, smoking cigarettes and smirking over this whole 
thing. | had a headache the size of fucking Texas and my stomach was doing somersaults. Fuck. This was what | 
got for getting hammered | guess. But my suffering wasn't bad enough without THESE assholes tormenting me. 


"And how the hell would you know that, Stradlin?" | asked looking over at him. My head was pounding 
rhythmically. | knew damn well that he and Axl had at least fooled around all the time when they were younger 
back in Indiana; | just wanted to hear Izzy say it. If he was going to endlessly torture me with his teasing, then 
| was going to make him spill his guts and tell me all the fucking details. Serves the fucker right for being a 
dick. 


"You know why, you curly haired mother fucker!" Izzy laughed, dragging on his cigarette and blowing the smoke 


in my face. "But seriously; do you want to know?" 


"Yes | want to know!" | said, totally exasperated with him. Now the asshole was toying around with mel l'm 


miserable enough, thanks, asshat! 


"Well, first off, you have to let him know that you're interested; just throw him up against the wall and kiss 
him and then back off and do nothing. Play hard to get, believe me, he'll come after you. I've seen him looking 
at you just as much as you look at him, he wants you he just doesn't know if you want him," Izzy sat up on 
his bed and lit another cigarette. He passed it to me surprisingly and then lit one for himself. "What do you 


want him for anyway? Do you really like him or do you just want him for a quick fuck?" 


‘Izzy, hang on a sec, that's-" Duff began, drinking vodka this time. Izzy silenced him with a hand. | stared. What 
the fuck kind of question was that? 


"| don't know Izzy.. | mean, | do like him, but I'm not so sure that he likes me for anything more than a quick 
fuck," | answered, fumbling with my fingers. | couldn't look any of them in the eyes for very long. The heat 
was creeping up my face like ivy. Why was this so hard to talk about? Steven was snoring softly on the bed, 


sleeping off his drunkenness. | envied him. 


"Ok, tell you what, let's make a bet. You try to get him within a month; if you do I'll pay you $100. If you don't 
get him by the end of the 30 days, YOU pay ME" Izzy settled back against the bed, exhaling at the ceiling. Like 
this was a discussion about world politics. Not about me and my feelings..and Axl's feelings too.. | shifted on the 
worn, frayed carpet. 


"Seriously you want to make a bet? | don't know...” 
"What's wrong, Slash? Afraid you're going to lose?" Izzy smirked. Duff giggled right along with him. Jerks. 


"No... l'm not sure we should mess with someone's feelings that way; what if he finds out? | mean we're in a 
band, man, we can't be fucking around with each other in a way that's going to hurt anyone's feelings," | 
answered. | did NOT like the idea of hurting Axl at all in any way really. He meant a lot to me, he really did, 
besides just someone | lusted after (was that what you called it?). The only time | wanted to hurt him was 
when he was a dick to one of us and he was a dick to Steven a lot and Steven was my best friend Even then | 


didn't really want to hurt him that much.. 


"He won't find out. I'll tell you some things he likes and then you can try them once you get him to fool around 
with you. But there are going to be rules, understand?" Izzy asked. He seemed a hell of a lot more sincere this 
time. 


"Fine, what are they?" 


"Ok, so: if you hurt him in any way, shape, or form | will personally kill you, got it? If you physically hurt him, 
you're dead. If you force yourself on him in any way other than kissing, you're dead. He's had enough of that 
shit in his life; he doesn't need it from anyone else. Got it?" Izzy growled dangerously. The fire in his eyes 
proved that it was a promise. IT was a little terrifying. Duff's eyes were slightly wide. 


‘Izzy, | would never hurt him like that! Are you fucking nuts?" | protested, holding my hands up in front of me 
in that timeless gesture that means “hands off l'm innocent." 


"No, I've just known him long enough to know that people have done that shit to him and how it affects him 
and | don't want to see it happen to him again. Anyway, if you drug him and fuck him, you're dead-" 


"Ok, Izzy, | won't do anything to hurt him! | get it! Next?" | said impatiently. Izzy stared. Duff waved his hand, 


urging Izzy to go on 


"Making out doesn't count it has to be full on sex. Doesn't matter who tops or bottoms; he'll go both ways, he 
likes both ways. I'll double the money if you get him both top AND bottom," Izzy said, his smart ass smirk 


returning. Duff giggled again, clearly enjoying himself. Meanwhile | was fucking miserable over here. | was NOT 
going down letting these guys decide everything for me in this little game. 


Ok, fine! But | have some stipulations too! Hand jobs get half the money. Blow jobs get 2/3 of the money; if we 
both get a blow job and cum from it, $80," | told him, folding my arms. Hal 


"Ok, but he has to cum from whatever you do; sex doesn't count either if both of you don't get off," Izzy 
states, using his third cigarette as a pointer. 


"We'll see how it goes but | promise you, no matter how badly | want to fuck him, no matter how frustrated 
he makes me or how many times he leaves me hanging with blue balls-| won't rape him Izzy" | promise him. "I 


wouldn't do that anybody. | promise. | would never hurt him." Izzy surveyed me from under his black bangs. 


"Slash... | honestly know you wouldn't." He sighed heavily, and some strange new expression took over his face. "| 
guess l'm particularly protective of him in that way because he's been through so much. His dad, his stepdad, 
record company guys trying to get a deal, pimping himself out sometimes so we could make money for rent; 
shit you did it too, | don't even know why l'm bringing it up. | know you remember how disgusting and 
worthless it made you feel; you were the youngest out of all of us and we tried to keep you safe as best we 
could but we just couldn't all the time, l'm sorry for that," Izzy mumbled regretfully and looks 

away. Whoa..what was that all about? 


‘Izzy, that shit wasn't your fault and | was a grown up; you didn't have to protect me. What happened 
happened; it was shitty for all of us. It would be nice to feel like somebody loved me though; that whole thing 
of feeling like people only want you if you put out stays with you; even now girls only want us for what we 


have. They want us for who they think we are; not who we really are," | sighed. 


"Yeah, | know what you mean, that's all they want, groupies | mean. | just.. Slash | hope you really like him," 


Izzy blurts out. | stared. "What?" 
"Nothing, | just-l've never seen this side of you before is all" | starmmered. 


"Yeah, me either Izzy!" Duff said honestly, gulping down more vodka. Steven rolled over in his sleep. Izzy sighed 


agai n. 


"Anyway..l'd love for you both to be happy, Slash." said Izzy, putting out his cigarette. He brushed his hair out 
of his eyes. 


"Axl and | can't be together, in the past and now. We just drive each other crazy.. but | love him more than 
anybody in the world, just not that way. He doesn't love me that way either. But I'm always going to remember 
how his eyes looked those nights when he would come in my bedroom window after his stepfather had beaten 
him or fucked him; he was so afraid and ashamed and just dying inside." He got up. 


"I'd have to take him into the bathroom and if he'd gotten fucked that night he'd stand in the shower until the 


hot water ran out scrubbing himself over and over. I'd put him to bed and just hold him and he would shake 
until he fell asleep and sometimes that was hours from when we laid down.. and we would talk about getting 
out of that hick town and whatever else came up." Izzy started pacing. Wow.. where was the Izzy | had come 


to know? Holy shit, he was like a totally different person. 


"He'd usually get hit where his clothes would cover it because his dad was a preacher, you know? Didn't want 
anybody to fucking know what he did to his kids behind closed doors." He was back to sitting on the carpet, lost 


in some memory that | didn't want to picture. | could already feel it tugging on my heart. 


"So we'd smoke weed, I'd feed him Tylenol like candy, and then usually we'd have sex all night. | really loved him 
and he loved me.. but it all changed over the years. But | swear to God if | ever see that horrible, frightened 
look in his eyes because of you, | WILL kill you; | will slit your throat in your sleep." That fire was back. God 


that scared me. 


"So why are you making this bet with me?" | ask totally confused. "Why not just leave me to flounder and do it 


on my own?" Izzy drew a breathe before he answered. 


"Because honestly | trust you not to hurt him. | know you like him, and | want you both to be happy and | think 
you could make each other happy. And | know it's the only way you'll actually make a move on him because 
you're too fucking shy to do it yourself. Also, your eyes looked the same way his did that night that one rich 
guy paid to fuck you but then there ended up being three of them and they held you down and fucked you and 
| had to take you to the hospital. | think you two would understand each other's boundaries and feelings. You'd 


be good together, you know? So, are you going to do it or what?" Izzy inquires again 


‘Izzy, thank you, but if this goes anywhere and you ever tell him how it got started, | will fucking kill YOU, got 


it?" | said, making a stand of my own 
"Yeah, yeah, | got it. So is that a yes?" He said, holding his hand out. 


‘Its a yes," | confirm. Jesus Christ what am | getting myself into? "So what does he like? What's he like?" For 
some bizarre reason, | was getting excited. Izzy lays back on the rug. He sighed, as if he were lost in 


something sentimental. 


"He likes it sweet and gentle most of the time but if he wants to get rough he'll start it. If YOU try and play 
that way he'll freak the fuck out. | did that once and he punched me and locked himself in the bathroom for an 
hour. His neck has a really sensitive spot close to his collar bone; if you even breathe on it he'll shiver. Its a 
good one, trust me. He won't let you top first; he'll want to figure out if he can trust you and make sure you 
won't do anything to hurt him before he'll let himself be that vulnerable. It took him weeks before he even let 


me see him without any clothing." 
"Ok. Anything else?" 


"He's a kitten in bed. He likes warm things, and he likes to cuddle. Believe me, | know it doesn't seem like it, but 


he does. He doesn't sleep very well though.He has nightmares, you know that, but what you don't know is that 
he will hit you if he doesn't realize who you are and you touch him right after he wakes up, so stay clear of 
his fists and talk to him for a few seconds first. Then he'll cry and he want to be held even though it 
embarrasses the hell out of him, so you'll have to calm him down and soothe that out of him. He'll move away 
from you and curl up on the other side of the bed and not talk to you at all if you don't reach for him right 
after he figures out where he is and who's there with him. He likes his hair to be stroked; it calms him down, 
its one of his little things. But when he's fucking he's got a thing about hair-pulling; he likes it both ways, so 
don't be surprised if he pulls yours when he cums; and if you pull his right before he gets off he'll come 
really, really hard. True story, man. Like goddamn Niagara Falls." 


"Ok.How about things like hand holding? Does he like to be more public or private?" 


"Well. he's pretty affectionate in private but because of the band he won't be that way in public so don't get 
offended. He likes the affection back too; he really needs to be shown how much he's cared for. It's why he's 
so fucking moody all the time; he needs somebody to love him and show him how to feel love again. Seriously, 
Slash, please don't hurt him. Please." He sounded pleading at the last little bit. Wow.. Izzy really did care for Axl 
deeply.. 


"| won't Izzy, | promise." Silence fell. But something was eating at my sobering brain like a parasite. "You sure 


you're not still in love with him, Izzy?" | asked tentatively. 


"No, I'm not but | think you might be; or you will be pretty quickly. Trust me, he sucks you in like that. He has 
a way of getting into your heart" Izzy chuckles. | put my hand over my chest. 


| think my heart might already be full of him." | said softly. The other two just stared at me. Then they both 
burst out laughing. "What? What did | say?" 


"That may just be the sappiest thing | ever heard, dude! Seriously!" Duff laughed, rolling on the floor. "God, you 
been watching too many chick flicks lately or something?" 


"Nol" | shot back defensively. 
"If you say so." Duff said, gulping back more vodka. That guy was going to kill himself one day. 


"Anyway, to finish off this little pow-wow, your first day starts tomorrow. Every night, you are to come to 
us in here--without Axl--and tell us how your efforts went that day. If you don't, you owe all three of us a 
drink each time you forget. And if we're sober and generous, we'll give ya some nice little advice there, dude. 
Your first day starts tomorrow. Now, get some rest. You'll need it." lzzy winked at me and pushed him out of 


Steven's room. 


| think | just got thrown to the wolves. But if Axl's among them, itll be worth it in the end. | hope. 


Day | 


Author's Notes: 
Day | is finally here! Celebration is underway! Thanks to the lovely slashsgirl for putting up with my crap and 
continuing to give me absolutely awesome materiall And thank you also to sgSixx for BETA-ing for me. 


And thanks to all who stuck with the boys so far! We hope you enjoy it! 3 


"Hey, there he is! We were wondering when you were finally gonna show up." Duff smirked from where he was, 
leaning against the bed. "Rough night last night with some hot piece of ass?"€ But he stopped when he saw 
my face. "Are you ok?" The other guys looked up. But | could only see a sliver of them; everything else was 
blurry. My face stung. 


"M fine.." | mumbled dejectedly. | was only reporting to them because | was locked into this damn deal. 
Otherwise I'd be in bed drowning my day in JD.. Sweet Jack Daniels who takes the pain away and doesn't judge 


me for wanting to fuck my lead singer till he screamed my name- 


“Fine'?! Dude, that looks pretty nasty." Steven said, touching the lump on my face. | flinched. Duff sighed 
sympathetically, 


"Here, I'll go get you some ice.." He left the room. Izzy leaned back on his bed and lit up a joint, not caring that 
we were in a hotel room. | sat on the floor, trying to hold back my tears. Steven rubbed my back. And Izzy 


blew smoke at the ceiling. 


"So, he hit ya, huh?" He said to the plaster, not even looking at me. But | looked at him. He looked awfully calm 
considering | was sitting on his floor with a swollen cheek, crying. What was his problem? But | didn't say 
anything. | didn't want to.. 


"Yeah, | thought that might happen." Izzy sighed smoke. | stared. 


* eK 


It was a pretty standard day as far as touring is concerned: we woke up around |, sound check was around 4, 
show time was at 1:30 since we're opening. | was so goddamn nervous | could puke, so | shoot up instead. Then | 
regret it immediately afterward. Nice decision, Slash, nice decision.well, until the high kicks in. When | was good 
and relaxed with no worries and no fears (almost)--it was that perfection that comes with the prick of a 
needle, you know?--I got into the shower and got myself physically ready to face the man who secretly makes 
my heart skip a beat. And in the same instant, he made me want to slap him. Like | said; I've never met anyone 


quite like Axl Rose.. | got out of the shower, brushed my teeth, ran some gel through my hair, and found 


some mostly clean tight leather pants that | thought Axl would like, and an open denim vest. | felt like a girl for 
thinking about my clothes..it was so unlike me. Guitar in tow, | made my way down to Izzy's room where | know 
all of the guys were congregating for the day. | pounded on the door and walked into a cloud of weed and 


cigarette smoke so thick even | almost choked. 


"Aerosmith's management needs a kick in the head for playing this part of the tour. Who wants to come out in 
the fucking freezing cold-ass nowhere of Canada to see a rock band? That's a little much even for me!" Duff 


complains. 


We all bitched and complained some more before heading down to the stadium for sound check. Its fucking cold 
as hell in there without all the concert goers packed in yet as we shiver through our set. Of course none of 
us have any winter coats yet, what the hell would we need those for? We got through our set but Axl didn't 
sing much, trying to save his voice to sing in this fucking arctic climate; the fucking frigid air was making him 
cough. And he bitched about that for two hours. Remember when | said sometimes | wanted to hit him? Now 
was one of those times.. We're spoiled for sunshine and warmth being from California. But throughout 
rehearsal, all | could think of was sharing my warmth with him, being close to him.. what the hell was wrong 
with me? 


Afterward, Steven went back to the hotel to "nap" (in other words, to get high). Duff and Izzy disappeared 
when | wasn't looking; they've been doing that a lot lately, what the hell's up with that? But anyway, | couldn't 
worry about that now. Now was my chance, | had to make my move, it was now or never. | swallowed hard 


and approached Axl. 


"Hey, Slash." Axl said, shivering and hugging himself for warmth. He must've been cold; his lips looked a little 


blue. "Where'd everyone else go?" 

"Beats me," | shrug, trying to play it cooler than the air around me. | couldn't let him see me sweat. But fuck, 
what was | going to say? Dammit, dammit, dammit.. Axl stared. | think he could sense | was struggling internally 
with something, but he didn't know what, thank God. 

"Uh..did you need something, Slash? Because this whole staring at me thing is getting kinda weird." said Axl, 
shifting his weight (what little he had) uncomfortably. Shit, was | forgetting to blink? | couldn't help it, he was 
so pretty and he wasn't wearing a shirt. Which would explain why he looked so cold.. 


‘Oh, sorry.. hey, listen, you doing anything now?" | said, taking the widest shot in the dark in the history of 
history. Maybe if I'm lucky, it will stick.He looked thoughtful for a moment. 


"No, | guess not. Why?" 


"Me neither, everyone else took off" | said, forgetting that I'd mentioned that already. "But, do you wanna take 


a walk?" 


"Now? It's kind of cold, man" Axl said bluntly, looking around him. The sky was overcast; was it cold enough to 


snow? "I don't even have a shirt on. or a coat. And what if it snows?" | just looked at him. He sighed. "Sorry. 


Ok Sure, | guess we can do that. Let me put my shirt back on though." 
Oh, Ax, you could have left it off. | wouldn't have minded and neither would the people of Quebec. 


It was kinda beautiful here, even if it was fucking cold. The lower city near the river was colder, so we just 
stayed along the upper riverwalk. But along the upper riverwalk there are little stores and shops of all things; 
whatever you want, you could find it along here. One of the first shops we passed by was this weird sex shop 
with penis-shaped lollipops in the window. Some of them were true to size and they came in all colors. Not my 
thing, but Axl about died laughing at the sight of them, so of course he had to go inside and buy one for 
everyone in the band and all of our management.. why he did that I'll never fucking know. can just see Alan 
happily sticking a day-glo orange dick in his mouth..yeah, right. Axl opens his-oh yeah, he bought one for 
himself-- the minute we get outside and licks it and pretends to suck it while looking directly into my eyes. 


"What? Not having fun?" Axl asked me slyly, grinning around the candy. 


| glared at him (but not with anger) and the second he took it out of his mouth | push him up against the wall 
and kiss him; forcing my tongue into his mouth to get the flavor of the lollipop. | tasted cigarettes and 
watermelon and enjoyed myself for a second. God, he was everything | ever thought he'd be! Holy shit! But 
apparently Axl didn't like me just grabbing him like that.it started to dawn on me too, especially right after he 
kicked me in the shin and shoved me off of him. A few passerby stared. 


"What the fuck Slash?" He said, looking everywhere but me, his face the color of his lollipop. Well, that didn't 
work Maybe a more playful approach? 


"Dude, | had to see what your mouth tasted like after sucking dick!" | laughed, leaning in and running my tongue 
over his bottom lip again. He shoved me off but he didn't yell at me again. In fact, he didn't say anything to me 
for the rest of our walk. He doesn't even look in my general direction, not even when we stopped at some small 
little restaurant for something to eat. He looked everywhere but at me. My heart felt heavy. | didn't mean to 


make him feel uncomfortable.. 


"Hey." | said, touching his arm. He wrenched it out of my grip, putting his still-open lollipop back in his mouth 
so he didn't have to answer me. | shrugged and sighed heavily. 


Trying to take my mind off the "date" that was now turning into a disaster, | bought some little cream tarts 
that | liked. Maybe those would tempt him into coming over to my side of the room, since he likes sweets. 
Learned THAT courtesy of Izzy. We bought some pot in a head shop because it was legal here. That was a 
plus. | also bought one of the penis candies to send back to my little brother along with some shaped like tits; 
my mom would really appreciate those. | also bought her a bag of maple candy and a beautiful silk scarf from 
one of the hotel shops. Meanwhile Axl still had his lollipop in his mouth and was refusing to talk to me.. In fact, 


as soon as the hotel was in sight, he took off, like he's eager to get away from me.. Fuck.. 


We were staying in the Chateau Frontenac, the biggest, fanciest hotel in town. | wanted to get something 
special for Axl but | had no idea what and then | spot it. It was a huge, dark burgundy, silk and fleece blanket 
with the hotel's logo emblazoned on it (go figure, huh?); it was also electric and would keep him warm both 
here and on the bus at night while we're traveling through the freaking arctic! | remember that Izzy said he 
liked warm, soft things. | had the people in the shop wrap it up for later and | take it back to the room that 
l'm sharing with Axl. Maybe this would cheer him up. 


He's sitting on his bed, topless again, with the heat cranked up all the way. | collapsed onto my own bed and 
started to strip down. | caught him watching out of the corner of my eye as | pulled my shirt over my head 
and sat down in nothing but my boxers. But he looked away hurriedly. My heart started racing. Did that mean 


-? 


"Enjoying the view?" | asked him, trying to indicate my interest in him. He just snorted and stared at the TV 
and ignored me. Well.. that blew THAT too.. God, | fucking suck at this.. | stared at the TV too. Maybe | should 
just get drunk and go to bed. 


"Slash, | see you watching me sometimes during shows; I'm not some fucking fag you know? | might be bi but 


—" | didn't let him finish. 


"How do you know l'm looking at you Axl? What makes you think my eyes are on you? Maybe l'm just looking 
at some hot chick?" | asked, turning to him. Two could play at this game. And it wasn't a game | intended to 
lose. Maybe there was a way to save this after all 


"Because your dick gets hard when | brush up against you onstage; that's how, genius. What, did you think it 
was some fucking secret." He sneered, eying me like he wanted to squash me. Go ahead, pretty boy; | like ‘em 


rough. 


"Whatever Axl, you're dreaming.." | told him, even though we both knew | wasn't. A whole day had passed and | 
hadn't tried anything except for the kiss in front of the sex shop which got me nothing but a bruised shin. | 
was in for a lot of shit if that was all | had to report tonight... I'd have to buy everyone extra pot on top of it 
all for doing such a shitty job, | bet.. 


‘Oh, am | now?" He came closer to me and sat down on the floor between my knees. What the hell was he 
planning now? God, he was starting to piss me off! And make me really goddamn nervous.. "I think you're the 
one dreaming there, Slasher. | can turn on anyone. Even you, and | do. You mean to tell me | don't make you 


hot? So, if | was to do this you wouldn't like it?" 


And just like that, out of fucking left field, his soft lips are pressed to mine. His kisses are feather-light, just 


testing the waters to see if I'll pull away or punch him. | would never hit him, of course. 


"Was that ok for you, tiger?" He asked. Holy goddamn Mary Mother of Sweet Jesus, he was turning on the 
fucking switch, and | was going with it! | nodded, heat rising up my face. | must have looked red as a fucking 


tomato! Oh my God, this isn't happening.. is it? What the hell is going on? "How ‘bout if | do it again?" He asks in 


the softest, heaviest voice I've ever heard him use. 


"Please." | breathe, trying not to sound desperate and failing miserably at it. To my surprise he kisses me 
again, pushing me down onto the bed so that he's laying on top of me with my hands pinned down above my 


head. I'm stuck like a fly in a spiderweb. And he's the spider. 


He didn't do anything else; he just kissed me and ground himself into me every now and then, taking my breath 
away! But if | tried to return the favor, he'd pull away. Ugh, this is driving me crazy! | want him to touch my 
dick so badly, even if he just kept up the grinding in some sort of steady rhythm, for fuck's sake! The thought 
made me groan and he ground into me extra hard. Some weird-ass moar/squeal erupted from my mouth 
before | could stop it. Oh my God! He smiled at that but | didn't like the look of it; he was up to something. Aw 
fuck, who cared right now? He kept at it; drawing deep moans out of me each time.. closer and closer to the 
edge, not stopping until he tipped me over, it much to his leering satisfaction. | sighed in pleasure, totally 
forgetting what just happened for about 2 seconds. It felt so good! He watched me cum with a look of mocking 
desire; clearly fucking relishing the fact that he made me cum in my pants without even laying a finger on me. 


The shame settled in. 


"What were you saying about not watching me onstage? About how your dick doesn't get hard when | brush 
my ass against it onstage? Don't you ever fucking lie to me, Slash; that's one thing you should never, ever do 
because | always know when someone's lying and I'll always get my revenge. | told you | could turn on anyone, 
and | just did" Axl said dangerously. His face was inches from mine, and his eyes were smoldering with green 
fire. Suddenly | felt sick. | swallow hard but it and tried to make it look like | was still coming down from of the 
high getting off. Axl licks a bead of sweat off of my neck. Now | wanted to fucking cry. This didn't feel right 
anymore. | didn't want to be his plaything. want to make HM feel humiliated now! See how he likes it, the 


arrogant prick! 


"| love the way you taste. And | love the look on your face when you get off. If | can make you cum like that 
without even touching you imagine what | could do if | was actually trying." The thought caused me to whimper 


and he smiled again. 


"Guess you'd better go freshen up," He teased and rolled off of me. | waited until he was back on his own bed 
before moving. | awkwardly sat up and put my hands on my crotch and shuffled to the bathroom while Axl 
laughed at me. But halfway there, | had some goddamn revelation. | was not gonna let him get away with 
laughing at me. Plus | was still sort of horny as fuck. 


| pounced. Now HE was the one on his back, hands pinned up behind his head. My, how the tables had turned. 
And | loved the fucking sight of him underneath me, pinned by the sheer weight of me on top of him. He looked 
so fucking sexy in the damsel-in-distress role; he should play it more often. | wanted to like every inch of him 
to know his taste. And suddenly he wasn't laughing anymore. He struggled against my grip, but | was heavier 
than he was and had more muscle. Sorry, Ax, you're not getting out of this that easily. 


"Let go, you fucking asshole!" He snarled, twisting and bucking in the grip | had on him. He looked absolutely 


pissed. And a pissed Axl was a dangerous Axl. But | didn't care at the moment. 


"No, | don't think | will. | kinda like the sight of you under me. You're right, | do get turned on by you. But | 
don't need to sit here and take your laughter and teasing. So fuck you, you can wait." | said, kissing his neck and 
jaw, nibbling them, trying to be as mean and seductive as he was to me. You wanted a war, Axl, you got one. 


He continued to struggle. 


"Let me gol" He cried, but not in anger this time. It sounded more like.fear.. He was-scared of me? Scared of 
this, what we were doing? But he had just done this to me..His breathing was shallow and ragged. Feeling 
horrible, | let one of my hands go and caressed his face to try and soothe him. The same hand slid slowly and 
tenderly down his warm neck and over his chest. | could feel his heart pounding against my palm. Oh yeah, he 
was terrified right now.. | felt like a monster. What was | doing? This wasn't how | wanted this to play out.not 
like this. | did want him, so badly that it hurt, but | didn't want to hurt him. Like Izzy said, he didn't need thot.. 


| backed off of him. Tears were in his eyes. Goddammit... I'm a motherfucking idiot.. 
‘lm sorry.. | didnt mean to scare you." | said genuinely, going to brush his tears away. 


CRACK! His hand connected with the left side of my face. It felt like my eye was going to pop right out of my 
skull. Fire erupted in my cheek. Fuck! | cried out in pain. Anger soon surged up in me like boiling water. | try to 
make him feel better and this is how he repays me? Well, fine then! | stormed into the bathroom and slammed 


the door. | could still hear him loud and clear. 
"Fuck you, Slash!" 


| hate you too, motherfucker!" | yelled from the bathroom before | turned the shower on. "The box on the 


coffee table with the ribbon is for you asshole! Just so you know!" 


| turned the water all the way up to wash away the cum and the sweat that | was now covered in, thanks to 
him. My head was spinning at what just happened.fuck this.. fuck it all. shouldn't have done that, now he hates 
me..and where does this whole fiasco even place on the score chart? | want to reciprocate, | want him so 
badly.. but what if he won't let me? | quickly toweled off. My cheek was throbbing. When | come back out of 


the bathroom he's rolled up in the electric blanket, asleep. 


* * * 


"You mean, you KNEW that approach wouldn't work?" | yelled at Izzy, who was just calmly blowing smoke at 
the ceiling. 


"Yeah. You know why? ‘Cause you're not me. With me, it was different. I'm like the exception to the rules." Izzy 
said. | stared at him, angry and open-mouthed. 


"Why the fuck didn't you tell me?!" Duff rolled a vodka bottle across the floor, trying to diffuse the tension a 


bit. |, meanwhile, could not fucking believe this was happening to me! And my cheek hurt, despite the ice! 


"You didn't ask" Izzy said simply, putting out his cigarette on the nightstand. But | still stared at him in shock. | 
felt betrayed. "Look, for what its worth, I'm sorry | misled you. That's on me. I'll give you some new advice: 


take it slow now. Got it? Take him out walking again tomorrow, but don't try anything this time. Ok?" | nodded. 


"What if he won't talk to me though? | scared him [pretty badly.. he was crying." | asked nervously. | really did 
still love him, even after all that happened tonight. And | really wanted to fix all this. Badly. 


"There's a way to get him to talk to you." Izzy said, sitting up. But now | wasn't sure if | could trust Izzy 


anymore, not after Tonight. 

"Oh yeah, how?" | said, keeping the ice on my face. Izzy put a hand on my shoulder. 

"Apologize. That's all you gotta do. He knows, | think, that you weren't going to hurt him. You just scared him. 
Axl puts on a tough front, but he isn't as vicious as he'd have you think, trust me. But we won't count 


tonight, because it was my fault, dig?" And he flashed me a brilliant grin that looked so familiar... 


Then again, what choice did | have? | curled up on the floor of Duff and Izzy's room. Izzy, if this doesn't work, 
you're on thin ice. My cheek still felt tender. They tossed a blanket and pillow at me. | wasn't quite ready to 


face Axl, sleeping or not. I'll go apologize in the morning. 


All | have to do is be honest, right? How hard could that be? 


Day 2 


Author's Notes: 
CO-written with slashsgirl! 


Ok.. | AM SO SORRY that this one came so latelll Life has not been very kind to me and has tried to stop me 
at every turn. Thankfully, here it is! | hope we did welll Thanks to the awesome slashsgirl for not giving up on 


me! You are one in a million (in the good way!!)! 


And thanks to all of you who are reading and reviewing this; it means a lot to both of us! :-) 


"Ok, | think when Izzy said he wanted you to try again, Slash, | don't think he meant you should do exactly the 
same thing all over again" Steven giggled, drumming on a beer bottle with two hotel pens. "Can't you be more 
original? Or is that your idea of "romantic"? ‘Cause if it is, you'll never get laid ever again. You'll turn into a 


crazy old cat lady, except you'll be a guy." 


"Stevie, what do you know about dating advice? You mistook an old lady for your girlfriend and a bar once." 
Duff said. He turned to me. "You didn't seriously repeat yesterday's adventures, did you? ‘Cause that's a good 


way to bore someone, you know." 


"Both of you shut the hell up and let the man actually finish his story, will you? Yipes." said Izzy, lighting a 


cigarette. He passed it to me. "You were saying, Slash?" 


* * * 


When | returned to my own room the next morning, the first thing | saw was Axl, still curled up in his electric 
blanket, sound asleep. Trying to avoid waking him up and setting off a red-headed bomb, | shuffled into the 
bathroom to shower and brush my teeth. | looked in the mirror. My cheek was swollen and purple; like some 
ugly crayon had exploded all over it. | looked a mess. Ha. What the fuck ever. He was probably going to laugh 
when he saw it; laugh at the damage he dealt me and call me pathetic. Tears stung my eyes. Ow.. 


Evidently he had supersonic hearing because when | came back out he was awake and watching TV. He looked in 
my direction and my heart stopped. | didn't see hatred. Or hurt. In fact.what the hell WAS that expression on 


his face? Guilt? Embarrassment? 


"Hey." he mumbled in his low, rumbling voice. It used to catch me off guard when | first met the guy. | didn't 
know what to say. He was talking to me? Even after what happened last night? Or did he forget all that? He 
didn't meet my eyes. 


‘Oh..hey.." | shuffled my feet nervously. Niether of us said anything for a bit after that. | could feel my face 
turning red, blood pounding in my cheeks and making my bruise throb. Out of the corners of my eyes, | saw 
him flush a delicate shade of pink too. Well, at least | wasn't alone. 


"You can.you know..sit down." He murmured. Cautiously, | approached his bed and sat next to him. He still 
wasn't looking at me. | was so close to him that our thighs were touching; | could feel the heat radiating from 
his body. He lit two cigarettes and gave one to me. A peace offering? Already? No way. That was way too 
quick.. right? Or maybe he really had forgiven me. He took a drag and exhaled. | felt the sigh travel through 
him. Silence. My stomach squirmed; | felt like | had to say something, anything to him. This was way too 
awkward for me to handle. | breathed deep. Well, here goes everything- 


'L-listen, Axl, 'm-lm really sorry about last night.. | really, really am.! didn't know you'd freak out like that. 
You'd just done the same thing to me so.. | guess figured it would be ok to do it to you too. And | was angry 
at being tormented and teased like that.. | had no idea you'd get scared, | just wanted to play around like you 
did with me, that's all. | would never force anything on you, | promise. | just wanted you to know that. I'm really 
sorry." | swallowed hard, my throat dry. My heart was about ready to leap out of my chest and do a fucking 
tap dance on the table. More silence for a bit. The TV was the only noise. He sighed deeply. 


"IFs ok Slash.. | know you didn't know..but | don't like being held down, it hurts." His voice broke a little and | 
saw his hand grab his wrist and hold it to his chest. He bit his lip. "Christ.'m a fucking hypocrite... I'm sorry." | 
stared at him. Slowly, he turned his head to look at me. It was as if a light had gone on behind his face and 
revealed the years of suffering and torment underneath his beautiful skin He saw the bruises and swelling on 
my cheek, and tenderly reached out a hand to touch it. It was warm. He looked pained. "Does it hurt?" 


"Yeah, but Im no pushover, I'l be ok" | said bravely. He shook his head 

"But | shouldn't have hit you.that was wrong of me.lim sorry, Slash." 

"Ht-i's ok Really" More silence. But it was time to move on Right? "Hey, listen, Axl?" He met my eyes 
"Yeah?" 


"Do you.. want to go for a walk? In, like.half an hour? You know, like we did yesterday? | promise | won't try to 
do anything this time. | swear." | said. And | meant it. He stared at me, a little taken aback. 


"IFs a little cold today." He sighed, staring out the frosted window. "And it looks like it snowed last night. But- 


sure. | guess. | mean, what the fuck else is there to do today? Just let me eat and shit. I'm kinda hungry.” 


"Ok. Sure. No problem." | stammered, completely blown away. Did he just agree to basically repeat yesterday? 
Even though it sort of ended in disaster? What the hell? Either he was genuinely trying to make me feel 
better, or he was fucking with my head. And both were entirely possible at this point. Axl Rose is the hardest 
person to read on the face of this Earth. And perhaps the entire solar system. But, right now, | suppose | was 


ok with it. As long as | kept myself in check and he didn't get pissy. 


| pulled on a pair of worn jeans and the warmest sweatshirt | had before stuffing myself into my heavy winter 
coat. The thing made me feel like | weighed a thousand pounds. | don't take long to get ready, so | just sat on 
the bed and let Axl finish his breakfast. He held his fork so casually between his fingers as he scooped up his 


eggs. He looked over. 
"What?" 


"Oh, n-nothing.." Did | blush? | really hope | didn't. | wasn't near a mirror, so | couldn't tell. Axl just gave him a 
weird look and went back to his plate. 


We left the hotel, all bundled up like heavy metal eskimos, and headed down to the river. It was so damn cold 
that | swear | could feel icy shard of glass in my lungs. Even inhaling on a warm cigarette didn't help. The sky 
was a deep white/grey, almost matching the fresh blanket of snow on the ground beneath our boots. The 
river had chunks of floating ice in it. | shivered; it looked a little eerie. 


‘Ive never been to a place so fucking cold in my life." Axl said, staring at the half-frozen river, his breath 


coming in white clouds that vanished into the sky. 


"I remember when | was a kid, we had this awful snowstorm in London" | said. It was all coming back to me. Axl 
looked at me. "The snow was up to your waist; you couldn't even see the tops of cars and shit. Our front door 
was buried under it all. Dad and Mom had to go out into it and shovel this pathway that had steep walls, like 


some weird-ass snow canyon. | remember it being way taller than me." Axl laughed. 

"That sounds like a hell of a storm." He grinned, tightening his emerald scarf. It matched his eyes almost 
perfectly. "We didn't get THAT much snow in Indiana, but we had a few snow days. We got more tornadoes if 
anything.” 

"That must be scary." | said seriously, thankful to avoided THAT in my lifetime. 

‘It is." Axl agreed. "The sky turns some weird fucking colors and these things, they just drop down on top of 
you, and the next thing you know.. whole towns are gone..complete nothingness." | stared in awe, recalling 
pictures of tornado devastation | had seen on TV. | shuddered. He saw. "You ok, Slash?" 

"Me? Oh yeah! | was just picturing it is all" | shrugged it off. We kept walking, slipping in some spots. | breathed. 
Ok, ok. Doing good, here, dude. So far so good. All | have to do is just make polite conversation. Get to know him 
more. | can do that. 


The black, wrought-iron benches near the riverbank were covered in snow. We looked at each other. | grinned. 


"Care to sit down?" | joked, gesturing to a bench completely drowned in snow. He laughed. 


"Do | look like a snowman?" 


"Well, here then, let's scrape this crap off" Axl and | beat the powdery, fluffy snow off of the bench as best 
we could with our gloved hands and sat down. | regretted it immediately: | hadn't really considered the fact 
that snow is fucking wet.. 


"Ah! My ass!" Axl squealed, jumping up. Evidently, that thought didn't cross his mind either. | laughed. 


"Yeah, | didn't think about that either, so my ass is cold and wet too. Don't worry, | won't judge." | smirked. He 
shook his head playfully and sat back down again, shuddering at the cold. 


We sat there for a while, staring at the river and watching bits of ice go float lazily by. My hands were 
starting to go numb; beating the snow off the bench had soaked my gloves. | imagined how cold that river was 
right now, then | wished | hadn't, it made my hands feel even colder. Out of the corner of my eye, | saw that 
Axl had taken his gloves off and was rubbing his hands together. He looked cold; he was shivering a little and 
his hands were bright red. | frowned. 


"You cold, Axl?" | asked. He turned to me. 


"A little but I'll be ok. Don't worry, man, I've dealt with worse." He winked. But he was blowing on his hands now. 
Liar. | wonder..was now the time to show him that | do care about him? That, to me, he was more than just 


sexy and beautiful? That | wanted to be close to him? My heart was pounding- 


"Hey..do you-trust me?" The words came out before | could stop them. Axl looked at me, confused. His cheeks 


were that perfect, delicate rosy color from the cold, and his eyes shone like emeralds in a fire. 


"What do you mean? Where did that come from?" Axl said, clearly very puzzled. | swallowed, my hands 
trembling and gripping my jeans. 


"D-do you trust me?" | stammered, wishing my mouth would form proper words, dammit. My heart was 


beating in my throat. What would he say? What would he do? 
"Ah-y-yes?" Axl replied, even more puzzled now than he was a few seconds ago. | swallowed. Here goes- 


| put my arms around his shoulders and pulled him gently into me. | unzipped my coat and draped the other 
end over his shoulders before pulling it in close again. | heard a small intake of breath from him, probably 
because | had surprised him; hell, l'd even just surprised myself! My heart had forgotten how to keep a 
regular beat now. | held my breath and waited. 


| felt his head rest against my neck. | felt his shoulders relax. He sighed. | took his red hands in mine and tried 
in vain to warm them up. They were cold as ice. My heart slowed. This-this was so nice and peaceful, even 
though it was damn cold out here, and my ass was cold and wet and my dick may or may not be hard, but | 


can't tell because it's 100 below, but none of that matters now..because it's just me and him now. And l'm ok 


with that: 
"Axl?" 

"Yeah, Slash? 

"Im so glad you trust me" He laughed softly. 


"Are you? And what would you have done if | said no?" Axl teased, looking me in the eye playfully. | stared at 
him with mock-hurt. 


"Well then! | would have just left you to freeze out here." | laughed. 
"And | would have hit youl" Axl giggled, standing up. | followed. 
"Oh yeah? With what?" | smirked. 


"This!" He balled up some powdery snow and flung it at me. Cold, sharp, wet snow pelted my face and slipped 
down my neck into my shirt. That little shit was gonna get it now! My heart glowed; | had never seen him so 


happy in the past few days. 


"Axl Rose, you're in for it now!" | balled up a huge snowball and decked him with it. It hit him square in the 
face. Unfortunately, it knocked him off balance, sending him sliding on the icy riverbank and into the frigid, 
shallow river. | laughed, but | was also sort of concerned. | sllid down the bank to him. "Oh, shit! I'm sorry, Ax, 


are you alright there?" As | got nearer, | was afraid that he was pissed now. 


But he was laughing. Sitting there, in below-freezing shallow water, dripping wet, he was laughing. | grinned, 
relieved he wasn't pissed, and waded into the water to help him out onto dry ground. He retailiated by splashing 


me. 


"I feel like a penguin" He grinned, his teeth chattering. "But fuck, that water's cold! | think my balls are frozen 
to my legs!" 


"We should get you back to the hotel so you can dry off. | kinda want hot chocolate anyway, and you're gonna 


catch pneumonia if you sit out here like that.” 


Back at the hotel, we shed our dry clothes and took hot showers. The electric blanket was fired up and ready 
to go. At least the heat was working, thank fucking God. | flopped onto the bed next to him. He had just gotten 
out of the shower, so his hair was damp and stringy. He had put on a clean pair of jeans, but that was all. His 
bare chest caught the light of the cozy lamp on the nightstand. Perfect. So perfect. A rish of heat was filling 


my lower belly like molten lava. He saw me looking. 


"What's up?" | blushed 

"Nothing!" 

"You sure?" | nodded. He frowned. Not the concerned kind, the angry kind. 

"Slash, remember what | said about not lying to me, ever, under any circumstance?” said Axl, irritation heavy 
in hiis voice, his eyes boring holes into mine. Dammit. | was a bad liar and he was good at reading people. What 
else is fucking new? 

"Sorry. [ts just.. about last night." | faltered. He stared, 


"You wanna try it again only slower this time and no holding each other down?" He asked. What. The. Fuck?! 


"For real? Even after all that shit that happened last night? Are you sure? Something's up, this has got to be 
a trick" | spouted off. Now he looked sllightly insulted. 


"Yeah for real, dumbass. | wouldn't be offering if | wasn't sure, now would |? | know you have a hard-on for 
me, it's pretty damn obvious, and to be honest, you're fairly easy on the eyes yourself. So chill, because it 
isn't a trick. Do you want to or not?" | nodded, maybe too eagerly, unable to believe my ears! "Well ok then 


Just let me go bbrush my teeth." He got up and went into the bathroom. 

"Ax can | get under your blanket, I'm freezing!" | felt so awkward. Was | ready for this? 

"Yeah of course and get naked too! You know how to do this, | assume." | just look at him with huge eyes and 
he laughed. Maybe it did look as bizarre as it sounded. Yesterday he punched me for making out with him and 
day he tells me to get naked under his blankets. He walked back out of the bathroom completely naked and 
fucking hell is he beautifull He sauntered over to me and takes in the sight of my naked body. "You're gorgeous 
do you know that?" he breathed. Oh God, that was hot.. 

"Um, if you say so," | reply, as my face and chest turned red. Smooth, Slash, smooth.. 

"Trust me, you are," he says and gets underneath the blankets with me. His hands explored my body, lightly 
running over my chest and arms and belly and down the strip of hair that runs from my belly button to my 
pubes. Holy shit, he doesn't fuck around.. "Slash can | touch you?" 

"Yeah", | pant, my dick is already hard and dying for relief. Whatever you want, baby.. 


| know you're cold but can | please move the blanket? | want to see you." 


"Yeah, it's fine. You just keep me warm, how's that?" | teased. 


"| don't think that will be a problem beautiful, | plan to make you pretty hot" Hot damn! But, wait a minute: 


even now, a question was burning at the back of mind. 


"Axl why are you doing this? You don't have to; it's not like you're under contract to or anything," | said. | 


dunno if | wanted to know the answer. 


"I know that." He said matter-of-factly. But he sighed. "I've wanted to for a long time. Why do you think l'm all 
up on you onstage? I'm not all over everyone else, just you. | want to get to know this body. | don't want to go 


all the way, and I'm not sure what | want out of..this..out right now | know | want to touch you, is that ok?" 


"Duh! Can | touch you back? Is that ok" | asked, almost afraid he'll say no, especially after what happened last 
night. Part of me didn't want my other cheek to match either... 


"Yeah. Say, how good are you at hand jobs?" he asked with a catlike grin. | leapt up and brought the bottle of 
lotion out of the bathroom. He blinked, taken aback. "Well alright then" 


| smiled back and ran my hands down his chest. He closed his eyes and sucked in his breath. Then suddenly he's 
all over me. He puts the lotion in his hand and wraps it around my cock and | fucking keen and arch towards 


his hand. He gives my cock a squeeze and starts stroking it and and | almost scream and start to fucking keen 


"Oh yeah baby, keep moaning for me," he says in a sultry voice. Shit, | couldn't stop if wanted it to. He stopped 


and looked at me for a second. 
"Bet | can make you cum in under 30 seconds," he says wickedly. 


"That's not much of a bet, it's pretty much a guarantee. | really want you to Touch me, "I answered. My 


erection was on the verge of hurting now. Something had to be done. 


"Why? Why me? Why not Izzy or Duff?" he asked, moving his hand ever so slowly over my cock. Ah, this was 
torture but | really fucking like it! 


"| don't know why you; | just think you're sexy. | always have, and you're just you..you're interesting; | like 


talking to you. | like you Axl. |...) want you," | stutter blushing and looking down and away. 


"You want me', huh? ‘I'm interesting’, you saying you like me Slash?" he asks pulling me face up and brushing 
my hair so he can see my eyes. | try and avoid his eyes. Did-did |? "Look at me Slash. Look at me when | talk 
to you." His voice was microscopically steely. "You have pretty eyes anyway. So answer my question. You like 
me? Or are you just playing some kind of game with me?" My heart skipped a beat with a thud. 


"No Axl, its not a game, | like you. You're smart and funny, and talented, and just beautiful, inside and out. | like 
you a lot, ok? Happy now that you know?" Fuck. Me. He stared. Consider the moment blown. 


"Did you not want to tell me?" he asked confused. 


‘It's not exactly something that comes up in every day conversation." | said quietly. 
He doesn't answer that. His hand wraps back around my cock and starts to stroke again 


"Wait," | said suddenly. He looks at me, exasperated. "| want to do it at the same time, | want you to feel 
pleasure at the same time | do." He chuckled but hands me the bottle of lotion anyway with a shrug. | squirt 
some on my hand and he kneels over me. When | wrap my hand around him his eyes roll back in his head and 


he moans. 
"Fuck Slash, that feels fucking amazing!" He gasped and thrusts into my hand as | moan loudly. Fucking beautifull 


"I can't hold it anymore, Oh God Axl, fuck!" | yell as | let go and cum all over his hand and my belly. He watches 
with huge eyes and yells my name as his cum shoots onto my chest and stomach, a little hitting my lips. My 
tongue darts out and licks it off slowly and | feel Axl's cock contract even harder. 

"Fuck that's sexy," he gasped and runs his finger through a pool of my own cum and sucks it off of his finger 
and then leans over and smears it all over me, hands stroking and petting, lost in red and black hair, tongues 
licking up stray drops of cum off of each other's bodies; unable to get enough. Finally we pulled away. "Think we 


need another shower," he says simply. 


"Probably," | say. This akward feeling hung in the air. We just had sex. There shouldn't be any awkwardness 
after sex. Right? 


"This blankets going to have to go down to the laundry too," he sighed. 


‘Its so cold!" | pointed out. "But.maybe we could..you know..cuddle.. that might help." | blushed. | just-wanted to 
hold him, to hold the incredibly beautiful man | just pleasured, who made me feel like a fucking God. He bliushed 


and looked away. 


‘Oh..um.t'm.lm really tired.. | just want to go to bed." Axl said to the floor, playing with his fingers nervously. | 
stared. Wait, what? What did | say? Why does he seem upset now? Did he regret what just happened? "Oh, | 
got you something." He pulled out a box from under the bed. Its identical to the one | gave him last night. | do 
and it's another fancy, soft, electric blanket, only this one is black 


"Thanks | love it" | said, feeling like absolute crap now. He smiled briefly, but it was a sad smile, an awkward 


one. | went in to take a shower and by the time | came out, he was asleep in the dark. 


* eK 


"Wait, I'm confused, what did you do?" Duff asked, eyebrows raised Steven had ordered room service and a 


tray of quesadillas and beer were laid out on the floor. | helped myself to one, drenched it in sour cream, and 


ate it. 


"| don't know.. He was fine up until | asked him to cuddle.What's wrong with that?" | asked. My shoulders felt 


heavy. | was beginning to wonder if this was a lost cause already. "We had a great day." 


"You did" Izzy chimed in. He grinned. "Most impressive. You got Axl to open up a little. See, nice and easy does 
the trick, Slash. But you've still got a long way to go, man, as you just experienced.” 


"Yeah, no shit." | said bitterly, washing the food down with a huge swallow of beer. It was cheap and nasty but 
who gave a fuck. 


"Hey, it's only the second day, dude. Chill. You've got 28 more days to pull this off. | think you can do it, 
especially with us behind you. You're talking to the one that used to DATE the guy, remember? | know 
everything sbout him, doesn't mean I'll tell you any of his secrets, but I'll still help. You got him to scream 
your name, didn't you? He talked about himself to you a little, and he let you come close to him. Axl doesn't 
like to be vulnerable, and you got him to be a little vulnerable today without him even knowing. Keep it up and 
you'll be dating him in no time. Trust me." He patted me on the back. | grabbed another quesadilla as Steven 


happily smeared chunky guacamole on it for me. 


So, Izzy the Mystery believes in me, huh? At least someone does, | guess. 


Day 3 


Author's Notes: 

Good morning! For morning it is where | live. We have here for you the latest installment! And | would like to 
apologize for how damn long it is! It just wouldn't bloody END lol. Hope you folks enjoy, and thanks so much for 
your patience. | know this isn't updated that often. Life is so crazy haha! Big thanks to my lovely co-writer for 


"Want a tissue there, Sniffles?" Steven giggled, waving a Kleenex box in front of my face. Duff tried to hide his 
smirk behind his blonde mop, but | still saw it. Izzy looked pretty smug himself, sitting over by the window, 
blowing more pot smoke out the window. And he doesn't even share. | wiped my streaming nose on my pajama 


sleeve. Disgusting. Steven laughed even louder, squealing like a little girl who just saw a huge spider. 


"Steven, shush, we have neighbors and it's fucking midnight, you dumbass." said Duff, whacking Steven in the 


gut with a throw-pillow. Izzy gestured for me to sit anywhere. | chose his bed. Here we go again.. 


"So, how did your little mission go? Didn't see a whole lot of you today. Does that mean there were new 
developments?" Izzy remarked, opening a big bag of Cheetos that Steven hadn't eaten. "Man, I'm hungry, my 
fucking stomach's growling..." 


| sniffed. | had the worst fucking headache of my life and | could swear | had a fever; | just wanted to go the 
fuck to bed. Screw the formalities and all that other happy horseshit. | felt like | got hit by a train. Steven 
brandished that tissue box again gleefully. | snatched it from him, hit him over the head with it, then 
proceeded to blow my nose. Seven times. The other guys looked on, clearly amused. Good to know that | was a 


valued member of this band. Maybe | should have been a roadie for Duran Duran instead. Ha. 
"So?" Izzy raised an eyebrow, licking his fingers clean and looking at me. 


* eK 


Gray light streamed through the thick shades across the hotel window. | opened my eyes blearily and found 
the alarm clock glaring at me. 1:09. Fuck.. even the squirrels were still sleeping, if there were even squirrels up 
here. | was surprised | didn't see any damn polar bears go floating by in the river. Or Eskimos. Thank God this 
was our last day here, but still. | shivered. Ugh. Screw this frozen wasteland. | was cold, even under that 


electric blanket that Axl got me last night. Speaking of which.. 


| looked at him. He was still sound asleep. It was amazing how flawless and serene he looked when he was 
asleep, almost untouched. It was like he had never grown up in an abusive family, or almost been raped, or 
starved just to make ends meet. Well, on a good night like this one, anyway. But there was something off about 
him today. His cheeks were bright pink and he didn’t look like he felt comfortable at all.Something just wasn't 


right. 


He must have sensed me staring at him or something because he opened his eyes and looked at me. Instead of 
a "Hi, how are you this morning?", he glared at me and then went into a coughing fit. | stared. 

"You ok? You don't look so good, Axl." | drew closer to him, sitting on the bed right next to him and surveying 
him closely. He did look a little flushed. He swallowed and coughed a bit. It sounded like shit. 


"Ugh..no. | feel like fucking shit, thanks for asking.." Axl snapped. His voice was hoarse. | blinked. Call me crazy, 
but..what the fuck? He was back to being a prick again in the space of about 12 hours! Damn that was fast! 
What did | do? 


"What's with you?" | said, realizing that | sounded like a complete dick. And that kind of approach doesn't work 
on Axl. | knew that for a fact; Izzy didn't need to tell me that. | saw his eyes narrow dangerously. They were 


like slits. Uh oh. 


"If you have to fucking know, Slash, | feel like fucking shit. | probably caught a cold or something from fucking 
yesterday. Thanks a lot." He spat. He rolled over so hard that it forced me off the bed and | almost smacked 
my head off of the corner of the nightstand. Shit, that would have been a nightmare. Dammit, Axil 


"What the hell, man? Jesus! So it's my fault that you got sick? Damn, why don't you just blame your entire 
life story on me, God only knows that's my fault too." | threw my hands up in the air. Dammit, Axl, why 


couldn't you be fucking normal for 24 hours? He glared at me over the top of the covers. 


"Fuck off, Slash. Let me fucking sleep. It's too early for this shit, and I'm not taking it from you." He squirmed 
under the covers and that was the last | saw of him. Oh FUCK no. Forgetting that | secretly loved him deep 
down and was trying to get a date with him (and more), | grabbed my boot and chucked it at him. It hit him 
square at the lump that | was pretty sure was his face. Oh fuck. Fuck fuck fuck fuck.. 


He was mad now. In a red and white blur, he flung himself at me and tackled me to the floor like some pissed 
off Rottweiler and started punching me! Punching me! It wasn't that his blows hurt; | think it was more the 
fact that | was caught off guard. Little fucker was fast and strong for someone so thin and small! | saw that 
the bridge of his nose was swollen and bleeding, and | immediately felt bad. | didn't mean to hurt him... 


“Axl! Enough! Ok, I'm sorry!" | squawked at him. He stopped whaling on me and coughed into his hand. | sat up 
and gently slid him off me. "Get back into bed. You should save your energy and rest." | sighed when | looked at 
the nasty cut on his nose. "I'll get you some ice for that cut." 


"don't tell me what to do, Slash. | don't need you to tell me how to take care of myself, thank you." He got up 
off the floor, flopped back onto the bed, and rolled himself up in the covers. What the hell, was | talking to Axl 
or a pissy little 3-year-old? Come to think, | think | would have preferred the 3-year-old.. | sighed impatiently 
and tried to bite my tongue. 


"Look, | just--" But he interrupted. 


"Go away. | want to sleep." He cleared his throat. It didn’t make his voice sounded any less scratchy. Fuck this. 
You know what, if he was going to be a cranky little bitch, let him. He can fuck off for all | care! 


"Fine. You know what, fine. | try to help and you act like a prima donna. | hope you choke." | spat at him before 
slamming the door and fuming down the hall. 


* * * 


"Hey, Slash! Good morning!" Steven said brightly, answering the door in his swim trunks. | just glowered from 


under my hair. He frowned. "Whoa, dude, you look like shit. Bad night?" 


‘Oh, no, my night was fan-fucking-tastic. It wasn't until | got UP 30 minutes ago that my day went to hell. 
Satisfied?" | huffed. By this point, Duff and Izzy were listening in the background. They had swim stuff on too. | 


looked them all over properly. "Going swimming?" 


"Oh, yeah. Today's our last day here in this frigid hellhole, so we're celebrating by deflowering the nifty little 
hot tub they have downstairs." Steven grinned from ear to ear, looking more and more like a happy, dumb 
Labrador every second. | wish | was as happy as he was sometimes. Maybe then my life would be far less 


complicated. 
"Stick Monkey, don't be rude, let the guy in" Izzy called from the background. Steven opened the door all the 
way and let me in. | plopped down on Duff's unmade bed. Izzy, swim shorts and all, sat opposite me on his own 


bed. The rest of them fell in line too. 


"So, what's new, Slash? Why is your morning sucking so much? Were the room service eggs and bacon no 


good? | thought they were a little soggy myself." 
"No..." 


"Ok then.heater broke? Stub your toe? Woke up too early? Noisy neighbors? Axl use up all the hot water?" 
Izzy ticked them off on his fingers. 


"No, but Axl IS the problem" | said. Izzy sighed resignedly. 


"Good fucking grief.. what did he do now?" Izzy said dully, as if this was no surprise to him at all. | guess it 
wouldn't be, since he dated Axl how long ago and probably dealt with his bullshit regularly too. 


"He caught a cold or some shit, and he's being a pissy little bitch about it. He even blamed it on me, saying it 
was my fault he slipped and fell in the river yesterday! How is that my fault?" | exclaimed. 


‘Oooh, Axl being pissy, what a shock." Steven giggled, like this was some goddamn comedy flick | didn't find it so 
funny. Duff shushed him before | could, which was good because | was still seething slightly. Izzy nodded, 
looking thoughtful. 


"Ok, | think | get what you're saying. But you're not a little girl, Slash. Why are you here? Just because he's 


sick and cranky doesn't mean you can't be in the same room with him. Its your room too." He pointed out. 
"Because Pissy Pants threw me out of our room! We had an argument, and | got mad and threw my boot at 
him and it cut him on the nose, and then he was hitting me--fucking hitting me--and | tried to apologize and 
offer him some ice, and then he just told me to get out!" 

"You threw your boot at Axl? Ouch..bad move, Slash.." Duff winced at the thought of it. 

"Yeah, no shit.." | grumbled irritably. 

Izzy had gone into his ‘thoughtful mode’ again. After a while he opened his mouth. 

"You know what | think?" 


"What?" | spat, maybe a little too harsh. But it didn't bother Izzy at all; nothing ever bothered Izzy one bit. 


"I think you should go back into your room and take care of him. You know, be his..nurse', if you will" He lit a 


cigarette. My jaw hit the floor with a loud thunk What did | just hear? He wanted me to do what? 


"Take care of him?! Of Axl?! Izzy, are you fucking high?!" | gaped. | couldn't believe this! What kind of shitty 


advice was this? 


"Yes, a little, but thats not the point. My point is that you need to be the bigger man. This is an excellent 
opportunity for you to show Axl that you care about him for more than just sex and shit. Call it a ‘bonding 


experience'." Izzy shrugged casually. All | could was stare. 


"Can't | just go swimming with you guys? | really don't want to go back in there and deal with his bitching. 
Please?" | almost begged, trying hard to keep the desperation out of my voice. 


"You want some cheese with that whine, Slash?" srickered Steven. | glared daggers at him. Little shithead. l'm 


gonna throw his boxers in the mini-freezer while he's sleeping. Izzy ignored him. 


"No way, Slash. You have a job to do. You said you wanted our help and advice and we're giving it to you. You 
ought to take it if you want to even stand a chance with Axl" said Izzy. 


"I think Izzy's right, Slash. l'm sure Axl, deep down, would actually be really surprised and flattered that you're 
taking care of him despite how horribly he treated you. Maybe it will soften him up a little, you know? 


Especially since his parents never really looked after him when he was ill. That's why he gets sick so often 
now. Anyway... | think you should stay with him today. Right?" Duff said hesitantly, looking to Izzy for approval. 
Izzy blinked, as if he could not believe what he just heard. 


"Wow..that was... brilliant, Duff! You have Axl pegged!" Izzy starmmered. Duff blushed pinker than an LA. sunset. 
When Duff finally looked up at Izzy, | felt something pass between them, unsaid. Like a rush of 
understanding..no, deeper..what the hell was it? 


"Anyway, Slash, we're going down to the pool. Go forth and nurse our psychotic best friend back to health. And 
please don't kill him, no matter how much of an asshole he can be. You know where to find us. And we expect 


every little detail tonight" Izzy smiled, and they all goaded me out of their hotel room. 


| groaned as the pit of my stomach dropped through the floor. Oh, | did not want to do this right now.. every 
step back down the hallway was torture, endless goddamn torture. This had better all be worth it, Izzy, or l'm 
going to stuff your boxers in the freezer too. Sighing, | unlocked the door to our room and shut it quietly, 
holding my breath, 


Wow. Axl had fallen back asleep already. That was fast. And lucky break for me, | don't have to deal with him 
right this very second. | quietly padded across the floor, laid back on my unmade bed and stared at the ceiling. 
And just how the fuck was | supposed to "take care of Axl", Izzy? We didn't real have much in the way of 
medical stuff, and no way in fucking hell was | gonna spare him some of my dope. Not that | would have 
willingly shot Axl up anyway; no matter how mad at him | was, | couldn't do that to him. He'd been clean for so 
long... 


| turned over and stared at him. Wow, he was so flushed. His cheeks were practically glowing against his 
normally white skin. | liked how white his skin was.| didn’t like this redness. It was splotchy and weird.. The 
bridge of his nose was starting to bruise, and it was definitely swollen. The cut had stopped bleeding out, but it 
looked ugly. And there was that guilt again. | should not have done that.. What if | broke it? | shook myself 
mentally. Dude, if I'd broken it, he's have been in a lot more pain! think.. Maybe I'll just ask him how it is when 


he wakes up. If he wakes up anytime soon. 


| just laid there and watched him sleeping on his side, facing me. He really didn't look good at all. My anger was 
fading a little. | guess I'd be cranky as hell if | was sick too. But | wouldn't have leapt on top of him and started 
punching the living shit out of him. But Izzy wanted me to "nurse him back to health". And just how was | 
supposed to do that, oh wise Izzy? You're the one with all the brilliant ideas, after all, l'm just a pawn in this 
sick, twisted game.. 


| got up to get my JD from our fridge and find the remote so | could at least quietly watch TV until Axl woke 
up. As | walked past him, | noticed something. He was shivering like he was cold, and his breathing was ragged. 
The bed covers had fallen off his shoulders to the middle of his elbow. The rest of his skin was milky-white 
and..beautiful.. | could feel the heat rising up my face like steam. He was so beautiful, even when he was sick. 
Slowly, as softly as | could be, | grabbed the sheets and pulled them back up under his chin, making sure he 
was covered again. | draped the blanket over top of the covers and watched him intently. Soon he stopped 


shivering. 


| grabbed my soda, flopped back on my bed, popped the top off the bottle, and turned on TV. 


He woke up well after lunchtime. And the first thing he saw was me. Of course. Because why the hell not? 


"What are you doing here?" He asked in a weak voice. Sick or not, it sounded like he was still pissed from 


earlier. Yeah whatever, Axl. You can just go ahead and stew in your pissiness. 


"Uh, well, last time | checked, this is my room too. I'm free to be here if | choose to. And | do, so tough." | 
shrugged casually, changing the channel. Ooh, shopping network. Lovely. | flipped the channel again Out of the 


corner of my eye, | saw him glare. 


"Fine, fuck you, whatever." He pulled the covers tighter to him and coughed. | looked over. He looked like it was 
really hurting him. | watched him cough for a full thirty seconds. As if my mind was on autopilot, | went into 


the bathroom and filled up a cup of cold water. | came over to him and offered it out. 


"Drink this. It might help you." | said. He looked up at me, anger fading slightly, looking at the cup. He reached 
his hand out to take it, and our fingers accidentally overlapped. | blushed. Wow, what is my problem? But holy 
shit his hands.they were so warm! It was like he'd stuck them into hot water! | thought | saw him flush 
deeper, but his eyes were still on me. God they were beautiful. could fucking get lost in them.Slash, focus! 
Give him the cup. 


"Ax..your hands are so warm.." | said, releasing the cup and feeling his forehead. Immediately | forgot about 
being mad at him all together. | was concerned. He felt really warm. "I think you're running a fever... 

He blushed and looked away, like he was embarrassed. | stared. Why would he be embarrassed? Because | 
touched his forehead? We've had sex already for God's sake. Why would something like a touch make him 


blush? Only now he wouldn't look at me. 


"Hey..what's wrong? You know | won't hurt--" But | stopped there. You dumb goddamn idiot, you just hurt him 


this morning when you threw your fucking boot at his face! God, | was such a hopeless case. 


'Listen.I'm sorry about this morning. guess | shouldn't have thrown my boot at you..does your nose still 
hurt?" | said. And | meant it. He averted his eyes, but he looked like something inside of him was hurting. "Hang 
on, Let me get you some ice for it. It looks pretty swollen" | dug some ice out of our fridge and stuffed it into 
a plastic bag. Axl downed the entire cup of water in one go. | pressed the ice gently to his face. He winced and 
tried to move away from it, but | lifted his chin up with my fingers. "I'm sorry.. I'll try to be more gentle..." 


He nodded. He still wouldn't look at me but he nodded. That was a start, | guess. Was | doing this whole thing 
right? I've never taken care of someone before. | studied his face even closer and noticed that he was 
sweating. | pushed the damp strands of hair off of his forehead as gently as possible. | wish we had some 


fucking Tylenol or something | could give him, something to bring down his fever, at the least. 
A whole decade of silence passed. 
"Why are you being so nice to me?" Axl asked, his voice sounding beaten and scratchy. | blinked. 


"Well, you're sick and |.I--| care about you and I'm worried, Axl." | stammered, blushing deeper than the 
setting sun | could feel my heart pounding in my throat. He just looked at me, like he couldn't understand why, 
almost like he was confused. My face kept getting redder and redder. Without warning, he sat up and doubled 


over. 


"Hey! Axl, what's wrong? Are you ok?" | asked frantically, putting a hand at his back | was afraid he was going 
to fucking collapse. Now he turned really pale. 


'I--1 think I'm gonna be sick." He breathed, arms wrapped around his waist tightly, as if it would help. | jumped 
up. Oh shit! 


"Ok, ok. Don't move." | ran into the bathroom and grabbed the trashcan, pressing it into his shaking hands. | sat 
next to him on the bed, holding back his hair and gently rubbing his back as he threw up into the trashcan. | 
took it away from him when he was done. But | still sat next to him. More silence. He panted a little. 


"Are--are you ok?" | asked, my hand still at his back He nodded shakily, the greenish tinge in his face fading. "| 
guess you don't want any water or soda? It might help." He shook his head. | brushed his hair back tenderly. He 
blushed again. And there was more silence. | played with fingers nervously in my lap. | only hoped he couldn't 


hear my heart thumping. Dammit why was | so nervous? 


"Slash?" | looked up. He was looking at me. And there was no more bitterness or irritation in his voice. And My 
heart was going to explode. God, he was-he was beautiful. Sick or not, it was just so beautiful. His warmth was 


radiating onto me, like sunlight. 


"Y-Yes?" | stuttered, looking into his soft green eyes. Those really captivating eyes that | could get lost in 


forever... 


"Thank you..and.'m sorry. For everything." Axl said, blushing pink, rubbing his arm nervously, wanting to look 
away. No! | needed to see his pretty eyes. Gently, | tilted his chin up with my fingers. He looked at me, blushing 
really hard. It made his face glow. And.! couldn't help myself..we both leaned in slowly.. 


It was mind-blowing. It was like time and fucking stopped where it was. Sure, he tasted like bile and | almost 
gagged myself because of it, but | pushed that away and kept exploring his mouth, and eventually | could ignore 
the bad taste. His lips were so soft, like satin It was amazing.l'd never been kissed by anyone this tenderly, 
this lovingly. His hands came up to gently run over my shoulders and arms, his touch gentle and light. His 
fingers felt so good against my skin, his skin like milk, or smooth polished porcelain, undamaged and uncalloused. 
| ran my fingers through his damp hair, feeling each silk strand as they passed through. This was incredible.| 


never wanted it to end-- 


But it did. We broke apart slowly. And suddenly Axl's face went really bright red and he looked at his knees. | 


got super nervous too, maybe because he did? It was like we were in sync or some shit. Weird.. 
'|---" He stammered, blushing furiously. 


"l-I should go--get some dinner for us--" | blushed, hiding behind my hair. God | feel like such a girl. | 
hurriedly left the room. 


And ran into Izzy and the guys on the way to the dining room. They were dripping wet and giggling and looked 
like they'd just done something they probably shouldn't have. Please don't see me like this, please don't see me 
like this-- 


"Hi Slash! You should've seen what happened to Duff, it was hilarious!" Steven hugged me from behind, scaring 
the ever-loving shit out of me. My heart thumped madly in my chest, threatening to burst out of it! Jesus! 


"Steven! Don't fucking do that! You scared the fuck out of mel" | gasped, clutching at my chest. But this didn't 
deter Steven at all. Duff and Izzy quickly appeared with him, Duff a little pink in the face. 


"Stevie, don't!" Duff said frantically, blushing. 


"So, how's it going, Slash? It looks Axe didn’t kill you yet. See, you worried for nothing." Izzy remarked, smoking 
a cigarette even though he knew damn well it wasn't allowed in the lobby. | rolled my eyes but my face gave 


me away. 


"Izzy, do we have to do this right now? I'm getting dinner for Axl" | said, trying so fucking hard to stop the 


redness from creeping back into my face. But as usual, it did anyway. Goddamit! A smile spread over his face. 


"Were you doing naughty things, Slash?" Izzy smiled like a mischievous cat, taking a long drag and blowing the 
smoke in my direction. Oh my God! | blushed even deeper! 


"What the fuck? No! We--we only kissed." Oh fuck! That did not just fall out of my mouth! God, it was like | 
didn't know how to keep my damn mouth shut! Are you kidding me? | wanted to kick myself! 


"Then you have to tell us about it. lim sure Axl is ok Come on, lets get dinner. Stevie, can you grab us a 


table?" 


| played with my mashed potatoes, totally aware that Izzy was waiting for me to open my mouth. Duff and 


Steven were watching too. | felt like some animal at the zoo that was being gawked at. 


"So, how's it going?" Izzy asked me, eating his pot roast. 


"F-fine." | stammered, shovelling mashed potatoes into my mouth so that | didn't have to say anything else. He 


smirked. 

‘Oh, come on, you know you have to say more than that. We made a deal remember?" 

"I think it was more like a contract." | said, slightly hurt, sipping at my Jack and Coke. 

"Hey, don't look it at like that, so far | owe you about eighty bucks. And that's something. You earned that in 
two days. | think that's an achievement." said Izzy approvingly. "What are you so worked up about?" | didn't say 
anything. He went on. "So, you said you kissed? What kind of a kiss?" 


"There's more than one?" | asked, cutting my chicken 


"Well, sure, there's a peck on the cheek, a peck on the lips, an eating-your-face kiss, angry kisses, sad kisses, 


Aunt Belinda kisses, and if you go below the belt, there's--" 

"Ok, ok, Izzy, not in public!" | hissed quietly, blushing and glancing around to make sure no one had heard us. 
Steven giggled behind his hands and Duff just blushed like an innocent flower. Huh. That was new. "It was..a long 
one..with tongue..he was gentle.. and he returned it! But.he tasted like vomit." 


Steven laughed out loud, causing an elderly couple at a nearby table to stare at him. Izzy raised an eyebrow 


and Duff choked briefly on his vodka 
"Uh, what?" Duff asked, once he'd coughed it out. "Like vomit? Dude, that's so mean." 
"No, no! He had thrown up, and--" 


"So you're that bad at kissing that you made him puke?" Steven laughed hysterically, banging his knife on the 
table like it was one of his drums. Izzy snatched the knife and beat one of his knuckles with it, shutting him up. 


"Gotcha | guess that's understandable." Izzy winced over his iced tea, probably imagining the taste. "And you 


went down here to get dinner for him?" 


"Yeah, | was going to get something light that wouldn't upset his stomach.." | sighed, leaning my face on my 
hand. "Maybe soup or something.. and some hot tea 


"Yeah, that would work." Izzy nodded. "Good idea." 


| finished my plate and went to go collect a bowl for Axl. 


| gotta run, guys, I'll tell you the whole story later, | promise." | said. And with that | headed back upstairs. 


Axl was laying down again, asleep. | was so captivated by the way his chest rose and fell slowly as he 
breathed, and he seemed a little more relaxed, though he looked like shit still. | shook him gently; he opened his 


green eyes to look at me. 


"l--I brought you some chicken soup, and some hot tea.. stuff that was easy to digest." | said quietly, putting 
both on the nightstand for him. He sat up slowly, yawning and rubbing his eyes. "Do you feel any better?" 


"A little." He said in a scratchy voice, brushing his hair out of his face. He started on the soup like he hadn't 


eaten in weeks! 

"Hey, go slow, or you'll throw up again" | said gently. He finished what was left, and | took the bowl from him 
and handed him the tea. "Here. There's lemon and honey in it. It'll help you feel better. Careful, it's hot." He 
looked at it, then at me. And | blushed. Again. 


"Thank you.." Axl said. And he sounded grateful. His voice warmed my heart so much that | couldn't help but 


smile. 


"You're welcome." | smiled, my face glowing. He smiled too, and those butterflies were back. He always had such 


a beautiful smile, gentle and warm, and very white, even teeth. | couldn't help but admire him.. 

And then | sneezed. Fuck me for ruining the moment. 

"Bless you, man" Axl said, look at me with mild concern. | sniffed, clearing my nose. Damn.. "You ok?" 
"Oh yeah, I'm fine." | laughed. "l'm just mad because | think | ruined a moment" 

And Axl laughed too, a clear ringing laugh that came from his heart. Then he coughed. 


"You're funny, Slash." Axl smiled, shaking his head. He drank more of his tea, and passed me a tissue from the 


box laying on the bed next to him. "Here, blow your nose." 


| took it willingly and blew my nose. Ugh. Suddenly, | started noticing that | wasn't really feeling that well myself. 
Or, maybe | hadn't felt well all day and just didn't know it because | was so focused on making Axl feel better. 
Speaking of Axl, | caught him looking at me with concern. He had finished his tea. 


"You ok, Slash?" Axl asked, looking a little worried. 
"What? Oh yeah, I'm ok I'm just not really feeling that hot" | said, trying to shrug it off. Ow. Shrugging my 


shoulders ached. Oh no..not me too.. screw this shit. | don't have time to feel shitty, Axl is still fucking sick, 
dammit. Fuck fuck fuck. 


A cup of water was pressed into my hand. Axl was on the other end of it. 

"Axl, you should be in bed, you're not well--" 

"Here, drink this. It might help you." said Axl confidently, holding the cup. Our fingers overlapped again. His 
weren't so hot anymore, but their warmth was still comforting. He smiled at our touching fingers and blushed. 


He blushed too, behind his brilliant smile. 


| drank the entire cup of water. 


* eK 


"Nice job. You really stepped up to the plate today, Slash. I'm proud of you. Cheetos?" Izzy said, offering the 
bag out to me. | shook my head, which felt like it weighed 2,000 pounds. | had no appetite whatsoever. | just 
wanted to go to bed. 


"I think so too." Duff said. "Just think, you came in here this morning all pissed off, and look how well your 
night ended. Thats great, man. By the sound of it, it seems like Axl's really warming up to you." 


"Yeah!" Steven chimed in, flipping channels on the TV. "50 channels and nothing good on..." 

| sniffed heavily. Ugh. Can | just go to bed now? 

"Well, we should probably get to bed. We're off to New York tomorrow, remember? And God knows Alan wil 
have something to say if he finds out we were up all night. Good job today, Slash. All you have to do is keep 
this up and you two will be dating in no time. Trust me." Izzy yawned and patted my shoulder. 

| collapsed into my own bed. The room was dark; Axl was probably asleep. God | felt like crap. How the fuck did 
| end up getting sick too? This shit is messed up. Well, whatever. At least today turned out to be a lot better. 


So, all | have to do is keep doing what I've been doing? Seems easy enough... | hope. 


There was a rustling in the dark as | was fading into sleep. A soft sound. Something warm was near..what was 


it? A touch on my forehead.so warm and soft.. 
Lips met mine, and they too were so soft.. amazing... loving, gentle... 


| reached up and found smooth, milky skin. 


Day 4 


Author's Notes: 
Eeeee we're on a rolll We present to you the 4th day of our little bet we have going on! Thanks to all for 
being so wonderfully patient with me as | get work done. Being sick sucks haha. Hopefully we can churn out 
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Special thanks to sqSixx for keeping me on track and to my FREAKING AMAZING co-writer slashsgirl, without 
whom this entire story would have been abandoned and left to rot long ago! And thank you to all of you! Enjoy. 


"Wow, aren't we late tonight? | was about to go to bed and Steven's already out. What's up?" Izzy said, leaning 
on the doorframe and propping the door open with his foot. Duff was in the background, fully dressed, drying 
his hair. 


|, meanwhile, was grinning from ear to fucking ear, even though | felt like shit still. | couldn't wait to spill 


everything, my pride swelling inside of me like a balloon Izzy raised an eyebrow and laughed. | sneezed. 


"Wow, excited huh? Well, Eager McBeaver, go ahead and tell us the deets." 


* eK 


| woke up in the middle of the night and groaned out loud. My head was pounding and my nose was so stopped 
up that | couldn't breathe. On top of that, everything in my body hurt and | had chills like no one's fucking 
business. It felt like | was caught between Death Valley and the South Pole! | rolled myself up in my electric 
blanket and curled up into a painful ball and moaned and whimpered some more; the blanket is drenched in 


sweat. | wondered if | was in any danger of being shocked. | heard Axl stir in his bed. 


"Slash, you ok?" he asked in a raspy voice. | guess he still wasn't feeling that great himself. Geez, did we have 
to share everything? 


"No," | whispered because my throat feels like it's filled with glass. 
"You caught my cold, or flu, or whatever the fuck | have," he sighed. "Shit, l'm sorry.. l'm going to go get you 


a glass of water. Maybe | can call downstairs and get one of those bastards in monkey suits at the desk to 


bring up some hot tea and oatmeal, with cream and honey it, | saw it on the room service menu yesterday 


and it looks good. I'll have one of them run across the street to that drug store over there and bring back a 
thermometer and some Tylenol, | think | still have a fever too, might as well figure out how sick we really are. 


I"m fucking freezing man!" He talked as fast as a Japanese telephone operator. 


He got up out of bed, walked over to the closet by the door and came back with those thick, fuzzy bathrobes 


the hotel provides and put one on. He then helps me maneuver myself into mine. 


"Move over!" he demands. Ok, what's with the bossiness? | moved over anyway and he climbed in next to me 
under the electric blanket on my bed. The maid had brought his back but maybe, just maybe, he wants to be 


close to me.Right? That doesn't sound crazy, does it? 


And then.holy shit! He snuggled up to me and put his arm around me and pulled me over to him! I'm leaning 
against his warm, soft chest and he stroked my hair and squeezes me for a second. | reached up, my hand 
shaking with disbelief and stroked the side of his face with my thumb and he actually smiles; | felt it in the 
dark. 


"Thanks for ordering a midnight snack and stuff, Axe; it's really sweet of you, especially considering | threw my 
boot at you yesterday when we were both feeling bad, | feel terrible about that. Does it still hurt?" | mumble 
as he picked up the phone. He didn't answer me, instead he ordered all the stuff and about I5 minutes later a 
guy arrives at the door with a tray holding a pot of hot tea, two cups, a plate of lemons, a sugar bowl, some 
bowls, a kettle of oatmeal, two spoons, a thermometer and a bottle of extra strength Tylenol with 
decongestant and some cough syrup with codeine. Thank God Axl remembered the all-night pharmacy we had 
passed yesterday, | should have gone and gotten him something last night but | didn't remember it was there. 


"Here, drink this Slash, it'll help your throat," he says handing me a steaming cup of hot tea with several 
teaspoons of sugar in it, just the way | like it. Funny how he knew that without me telling him. | sipped on the 
scalding tea and he pulled the room service cart between the beds. He ripped the package of Tylenol open with 
his nails and poured out two cups of cold water. He handed one to me along with a couple of pills before taking 
two himself. Hopefully that shit will bring the fever down and the decongestant will actually work and we'll both 
be able to breathe a little easier. Otherwise it's going to be a long fucking night.. 


He made me drink the rest of the tap water while he opened up the thermometer and stuck it in my mouth. It 
was just one of the old-fashioned glass kind because they're the only ones that read Fahrenheit that the drug 
store had, everything else was in Celsius which doesn't do us any good. And | didn't remember how to convert 


between the two; that was from high school, man.. 


After three minutes he takes it out and holds it up to the light. "It"s 1022, drink some more water and tea, 
you need to stay hydrated," he tells me in a raspy voice. He took his own temperature, which sat at almost IOI. 


He"s getting better, that's good. | hated seeing him like that. 


"Are you hungry?" he asked me. | nodded, trying to spare my sore throat, and he opened the kettle on the 
tray and ladled out oatmeal into a bowl. He laid one of the fancy linen napkins across my neck and chest where 


I"m propped up in bed. "Wouldn't want you to get that pretty bathrobe dirty, especially since it's the only thing 


that's keeping you warm right now!" he laughed. 


"You could keep me warm," | said suggestively. Now was my chance. Maybe. He blushed a pretty shade of 


crimson. 


"How about after we both feel better." he replied with a smile. | returned it from under my curls and he 
picked up the bowl and spoon and began to feed me the oatmeal. Holy motherfucker! I'm not hallucinating this, 
right? This is real life? No hidden cameras, no tricks? Oh my GODI!! It's delicious. It has heavy cream and 
honey in it and is seriously some of the best stuff I'd ever tasted except for when my grandma would make 
this for us when | was little. 


"In Britain we had this porridge, my grandma used to make it for breakfast a lot when | was little, it was nice, 


it tasted a lot like this" | said to him. My throat felt a little better. 


"That was your dad's mom right? How long did you guys live with them?" he asked, brushing his hair away 
from his face. 


"Until | was six, | really missed them when we moved, my whole life changed," | mused. 


"My grandma would cook French toast or biscuits and gravy sometimes, it was all pretty good, | miss that 
too," Axl replies. We both just sat there thinking about that for a few seconds. "Hey, stop daydreaming and eat 
babe." Did he just call me babe? | smiled at him shyly and reached for the bowl. He handed it to me and 
settled down beside me to eat his own oatmeal. | felt a lot better afterward and my throat doesn't hurt as 
bad. | can't believe how sweet Axl was being..the only person who ever took care of me like this was my mom, 
and she stopped doing it after | hit a certain age.. It was nice, to have his undivided attention. Why can't it be 
like this all the time? 


Axl decided he wanted a shower to open up his sinuses and help his headache. | wanted to ask if | could join 
him, but | figured that would have been too much. Appreciate the small victories, Slash. Don't get ahead of 
yourself. He came out about a half an hour later and | gave him some of the codeine cough syrup before 
slipping into the shower myself. When | get out he's drowsy but he looks comfortable, at least the medicine 
was helping. | grabbed the cough syrup off of the dresser and took some myself. When | turned around | 
noticed Axl surveying me; I'm only wearing the towel around my waist. Is he..checking me out? For real? No lie? 


| raised my eyebrows at him and he grinned brightly, lighting up the room, and held out his arms. 


"Will-will you come lay with me Slash?" he asked in a raspy voice, blushing deeper than the setting sun. | 
blushed too, | could feel the heat gathering in my face. Ok, this has to be a dream. No way is this all really 
happening. 


"Why?" | teased, but deep inside my heart was racing with the desire for him to hold me; something he'd 


never done before. 


"Because... dammit, | just want to feel you close to me ok? You were so sweet to me yesterday even when | 
was being an asshole, it's the least | can do.. Well, except for the whole boot to the face thing," he grumbled, 
as if he could still feel the pain of my shoe connecting with his face. The cut did look a bit better, but it was 
still swollen and purple. | felt a twinge of guilt. Oh, he had to bring THAT up.. 


"Well you were being a jerk and | didn't mean to hit you in the face!" | exclaim. Whatever happened to forgive 
and forget, Axl, come on! Just a minute ago, he was acting like a lovey litle kitten, don't tell me he's swinging 
back the other way now? 


"I know you didn't, now come herel" he said, almost impatiently, flipping the blankets back revealing that he was 
completely naked. | gaped, trying my fucking hardest not to drool. Holy GodDAMN! "Drop the towel and come 
here; actually, bring the towel with youl” 


| quickly obeyed and climb into the bed with him and he pulls me close and his lips are suddenly on mine. And it 
feels amazing, fireworks erupting in my head. Both of our bodies are hot with fever but | can still feel my 
temperature creep up a little and my dick stiffened up against his leg. Before | could stop myself, | whimpered 
into his mouth. He laughed in that deep, silky voice of his and ground up against me a little to show that he 
was hard too. | groaned with want and he wrapped his hand around me and stroked me softly. Dear fucking God 
that felt so fucking good! | thrust a little into his hand and he whispered, "Easy now, don't overdo it. | know you 
feel like shit, let me make you feel a little better." 


| nod and before | know it he has those pretty lips wrapped around my dick and | cry out loudly. Am | 
dreaming?" | ask. 


"Nope, but fuck you taste good," he moaned. | smiled a little and then cried out as he sucked me hard down 
into his throat. | gripped the sheets, trying not to blow my load right away, but holy hell he felt so good! He 
sucked and licked and teased until | screamed his name and watched in fascination as he lapped up every last 


drop of cum. 


"You want me to do you?" | asked in a breathy voice, still coming down from my incredible high, stroking him a 


little. He shuddered; it was beautiful. 
"No..'m already pretty close from going down on you, just keep doing what you're doing" He breathed. Less 
than a minute later he exploded with a sigh into my hand and all over my stomach. Guess | know what the 


clean- up towel was for now. Good thinking. 


When it was over he snuggled down next to me in the bed and pulled me into his arms, kissing the top of my 


head. "Feel any better, pretty boy?" he asked, grinning. 
All| could do is whisper, | had no energy or desire for anything else: "Uh huh." 


"Good, Lay here with me and rest now," he soothed, petting my soft curls. | didn't argue; who would? What are 
Izzy and the guys going to think about this one? That was my last thought as | drifted off to sleep again, right 


as the sun peaked over the horizon, casting a golden-red glow on the beautiful, fiery angel next to me. 


* eK 


"Holy hell! | almost need to sit down for that one!" Izzy exclaimed, looking completely surprised. Steven's snores 
punctuated the room. | raised an eyebrow. So did Duff, as he changed into his pajamas (or, if they could be 
called that, they were just a tank top and beat-up shorts). And he did, right on the edge of his bed and 


motioned me to come in too. 


"So, another handjob? And Axl initiated this one? Holy shit, never thought I'd see it, especially considering he's 
sick and doesn't want to do ANYTHING when's he sick, except complain that he's sick. So that's..what, two 
handjobs in four days? Jesus, Slash, don't milk the man dry. Still, | now owe you $160. And | am a man of my 
word, trust me. | won't forget" Izzy said seriously. But | was bouncing in one place on the bed like a leprechaun 


on crack. 


"Yeah, about that money, can | have that $160 now and keep accumulating it?" | asked eagerly. Izzy stared like 


he was afraid | was going to bounce up and hit the ceiling. 


"Uh..may | ask why? You're not going to use it to buy drugs, are you?" Izzy eyed me suspiciously. "Because | 
don't care if you shoot up or smoke pot, you know that, but you are NOT using this money to do it. 
Understood?" 


"Yeah yeah Izzy! | wasn't going to use it for that anyway! | want to.use to get Axl a gift. Orto maybe take 
him out to dinner. Somewhere nice.. Or something like that.." | blushed really bright red now. | must have looked 
like a goddamn tomato. Izzy stared, but not like he was a second ago. He looked at me almost like he 


was..impressed with me. Izzy was impressed with me? 


"Uh.sure. Gimme a sec, | have to dig it out." He fumbled in his back pocket and began pulling out crumpled 
twenties. He counted it out and dished it over to me. "There ya go. $160. Double-check my math, will you?" | 
counted. There it was, all there. "But if you want my advice, don't take him out tomorrow. You're both sick, and 
we're leaving for New York tomorrow anyway. Hang onto it, and use it when you both feel better, ok? Trust 
me, you'll have a better time that way. | once took Axl out for his birthday when | had the flu. | ended up 
almost passing out, and we had to call it an early night. He spent the rest of his birthday taking care of my 
sorry ass. | felt guilty about that for weeks. Don't do what | did, ok?" 


"Gotcha" | stuffed the money into my back pocket. 


'So..if | get him a gift, what should | get him?" 


Izzy gave me the slyest smile | have ever seen Even Duff looked over as he crawled into bed. 


"Oh, | don't think you need my help with that one, Slash. You two are getting closer. Use your gut. You'll know 
the right gift when you see it. Now go get some sleep before Axl knows you're gone.” He shut the door and 


left me stranded in the hallway. 


Thanks for the help, Stradlin you son of a bitch! I'm not that great at gift-giving! What am | gonna do now? 


Day 5 
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"So, let me get this straight." | said slowly, looking at the entanglement that was Izzy and Duff on their New 
York City hotel bed. They both looked at me with straight faces. "This is for real, right? Like, this isn't a joke?" 


"Nope" Izzy said, totally serious. 
"And..you were going to tell me about this when , exactly?" | frowned, hands on my hips. 


"Well, we were gonna tell everyone later." Izzy began 


"But | was a little..reluctant.." said Duff, blushing. His face turned all pink. Now | felt sorta bad for scolding 
them. But | thought we were all friends. Plus, | was having to spill all my litle private sessions with Axl to 
them, but they were fooling around in secret this whole time? Talk about hypocritical.. "I'm sorry, Slash..It 


wasn't anything personal, | promise." | rolled my eyes. 


‘Oh, Slash, don't be a pussy. Axl and Stevie didn't know either, and they still don't. So shush." Izzy said sharply. | 
raised my eyebrows at him. What was with the attitude all of a sudden? "By the way, this doesn't change 
anything about our bet. It's still on, just so you know." 


"Yeah, | figured that." | said, hands hooked around my belt loops. Izzy planted a kiss on Duffs cheek | tried so 
hard not to stare. This was a little weird. Not because they were into each other, just because they were my 
friends and | had no fucking idea that this was even going on. Either they just hid it well, or | was completely 
and totally oblivious. Both of them sounded equally likely. 


"So," Izzy said, settling back into his headboard as Duff rested his head on his chest. "You still have that 


money | gave you, right?" 
"Yeah, why?" | said. Nosy. 


"Just making sure you didn't blow it yet" Izzy shrugged, stroking Duff's hair gently. "So what are you goin’ to 
get Axl?" 


"Umm." 


| got dressed and left Slash sleeping in bed under the warm, black, electric blanket and the comforter. Poor kid 
caught the virus or whatever it was worse than | did. | felt bad for not being able to do anything more, but 
what could | do, | wasn't a doctor. | banged on Izzy's door. He opened it, shirtless, and Duff and Steven are all 
lounging around just like | figured they would be. Good to know fame hasn't changed them one bit. Izzy's taking 
his clean clothes out of the hotel laundry bag and putting them back in the suitcase and it looks like Duff's 
already packed. And all three of them are already drunk and it's only 10:30 in the morning. 


"Hey, Axl. Have you got anymore Jack?" Izzy asked casually, lighting a cigarette. | rolled my eyes. Oh yeah, 
nothing's changed. 


"Where's Slash?" Duff asked, noticing that | was alone. 


"Sleeping, he got my cold or flu or whatever pretty bad, worse than me. He's pretty sick; | gave him a shower 
and put him back to bed. | need to go across the street and buy a couple more bottles of that codeine cough 


syrup, its not over the counter in the states." 
"You gave him a shower?" Izzy asks smirking at me. "What else did you give him?" | glared at him. 
"Why do you want to know so bad Stradlin? Jealous much?" | smirked. 


"Not a chance, dumbass, but | think you like him, in fact | think you'd love nothing more than to fuck his brains 
out. He's never been with a guy, you'd get to deflower him and everything." 


| sort of gulp at that piece of information. Well, fuck me.. I'd be his first and you always get really attached to 
your first; | liked him but | wasn't sure | was ready for a relationship. He was so sweet though, with those 
beautiful eyes and soft kisses from those puffy, perfect lips. He bought me that electric blanket after | fell in 
the river to help keep me warm because he knew how cold | was up here in Canada.. even though | was being a 
jerk to him that afternoon. He forgave easily, and | kind of liked taking care of him, plus sucking his dick made 
me sooo hot and he was hung like a horse and | loved the way he tasted--just all man. And how could | forget 
that he gave amazing hand jobs, even when he was sick he still wanted to satisfy me. | couldn't have asked for 


more, truthfully. 


"Hey, Earth to Axl," Duff jokes and | realize I'm standing there with a little smile on my lips daydreaming. | 
jumped. "You like him Axl, admit it!" 


"Maybe, or maybe | just like the amazing hand jobs he gives, "| say nonchalantly, hoping to the God | am may 


or may not believe in that | wasn't visibly blushing. Three pairs of eyes were instantly staring at me. Now | 


knew how an animal in the zoo felt.. 


"And how many of those have you gotten exactly?" Izzy asked lightly, still folding his clothes and putting them 


in his suitcase. 


"Three, and | blew him the other night too since you're so interested" | spat. God, why the fucking did 


everyone care about my sex life all of a sudden? What was this, some damn soap opera? 


"Did he like it? Duff asked eagerly. "Was he nervous?" | stammered, taken aback by the way everyone was 


questioning me. It was like being in a police lineup! 


"Y-yeah | think he was a little nervous but he got over it pretty quickly and he came hard, like really hard and 
then he got me off with his hand in under a minute. Why do you guys want to know this stuff? | asked. Now | 


knew | was blushing. | could feel steam coming out of my ears. 


"Because it's interesting watching the two of you fall for each other," Izzy replies blowing out a lungful of 
smoke. Ok, what? Falling for each other? Where the fuck was this coming from? 


"Ok, I'm not sure what's going on, | don't know if | want a relationship or not, that's part of why | haven't 
fucked him, that and we've both been sick as dogs. But he's growing on me, he's sweet to me even when l'm 
being a jerk. And you guys are acting fucking weird." 

"Doesn't look like it from the boot print on your face!" Steven pointed out. 


"Yeah, smartass, | know, but | deserved it and he felt really bad about it, he keeps fucking apologizing, you 
should see the look in his eyes." | sighed irritably and ran my hand through my hair. | still felt like shit. 
"Somebody want to come across the street with me to the drug store and get some more meds to take with 


us? | think Slash is in for a few more days of misery and we need our guitarist alive." 


"IIl gol" Steven says eagerly. | want to try some of that cough syrup for myself, see if | get high off of it!" | 
just rolled my eyes. Typical Steven. 


"Bring back some Pringles!" Izzy called from the window where he was still packing. 


“Come on then, grab your coat, hurry up." | told him and we headed out. 


* eK 


| woke up after a 45 minute nap and realized Axl was gone. Everyone was probably down in Duff and Izzy's 
room, so | got dressed and grabbed the key they gave me to their room (so | could slip in in the middle of the 
night and tell them what went on with Axl and I). | stuck the key in the lock and walked in and boy did | get the 


fucking surprise of my life! Izzy was laying naked-naked!--under Duff, who was thrusting in and out of him. 
Izzy's legs were wrapped around Duff and their lips were sealed together but | can hear them both moaning 


into the kiss. Oh.my..GOD! 


"Jesus Motherfucking Christ!" | exclaimed before | tried to run out the door but it's too late. They both 


stopped and Duff called out in a commanding voice. 


"What?" | asked with my back turned, not wanting to humiliate any of us even further. | wanted to melt right 
through the floor. My face was so hot | could've sworn it was melting off! Did | just see what | just saw? Holy 
shit! There is no WAY.. 


"What are you doing here?" Duff asked, glowing with embarrassment even in the dim light from the window. He 
pulled the sheet up to try and cover himself a little more. No offense, Duff, but it's a bit late for that.. 


"l-I was looking for you guys..Axl wasn't in our room when | woke up, | figured he was in here." | stuttered, 


trying to wipe the image of what | just witnessed from my brain forever. It wasn't working too well. 


"He and Stevie went to get you more medicine," Izzy pants, still out of breath from his exertions with Duff. 
"He's fucking all worried about you and shit." 


"Ok then, I'm going now," | said quickly and made for the door. 


"Want to watch Slash?" Izzy asks, better yet do you want to play?" Izzy asked with an evil grin on his face. 
Duff raises his eyebrows. 


‘Izzy, what--?" Duff asked incredulously. Izzy gave him a knowing look. And Duff's expression changed from 
surprise to almost-inviting. They both stared at me now. Oh God.my heart was thumping in my chest.. 


"l, |, | don't know," | answered quietly. D-did |? But what would Axl think? Although, he did tell me we weren't in 
a relationship and he didn't trust me fully yet..Wait, what am | thinking? 


But before | could open my mouth, Izzy and Duff pounce on me. Izzy's lips are on mine and he nips the bottom 
one so that I'll open my mouth. | do and | can't hold back a moan, holy shit can he kiss! No, don't think like that! 
You're supposed to be after Axl! Duff's lips are on my neck and | tilt my head a little to give him better 
access. What am | doing, what are they doing, what is happening right now? They both start to peel the 
clothes off of me and soon I'm completely naked between them. 


"Guys, what are you going to do to me?" | ask nervously. "I don't know if I-" 


"Nothing you don't want us to, and we're not gonna fuck you; we'll leave taking your virginity to Axl. But you're 
so fucking hot; we wanna play with you, make you feel good, show you what to do when it's time," Duff coos in 
my ear. ls THAT what that look between him and Izzy was for? Dear God, somebody fucking bean me with a 
bottle.. Why the hell is my life so complicated? 


"Since when did you think | was hot?" | stammered. 


"Since always, you idiot" Izzy chuckles as his tongue runs down my chest. "You just fucked so many girls we 
figured you were straight or were repressing your real tendencies; that or you were weren't really sure what 


they were yet" 


Izzy's kisses and licks my stomach and | start to whimper and my stomach muscles spasm in pleasure. Duff's 
lips take my mouth and | gasp at how good it feels to have both of them touching me. Oh God.. He pulls my 
hair a little and | moan, threading my own fingers through his blonde strands. 


"You ok?" Duff asks, "You like it or do you want us to stop?" 
"Please don't stop!" | beg. That did NOT just come out of my mouth! 


‘Ok, sit up on your knees," Duff instructs me and | do, very obediently. "Ok, we're gonna make you cum like you 
would if Axl was fucking you, only we're not technically gonna fuck you, just relax and enjoy yourself, ok?" He 
takes my lips again. Izzy's hot mouth moved down to my cock, his tongue wrapping around it as he went down 


and sucked me in | moaned loudly and thrusted towards his mouth slightly and he gagged a little. 


"Hey, easy now, you're fucking huge, don't choke me with that thing!" Izzy chuckled. "Ax! WILL bite you if you 


do that to him under any circumstances, trust me on that." 


"Sorry," | mumbled through Duff's kisses. Izzy goes back to what he's doing and Duff backs away a little and 
sticks two fingers in my mouth for me to suck | get them good and wet, eying Duff for approval, and he takes 
them out and takes over my mouth again. His fingers moved down between my cheeks and he pushed a finger 
inside of me; | whined a little. 


Izzy stopped what he's doing for a second. 


"Let him do it, Slash, you'll love what he's about to do to you, trust me, just relax and push down against his 
fingers." He then returned his sweet mouth to my cock and hollowed his cheeks as he went down and | moaned 
in pleasure. Oh God! | did what Izzy said and pushed down against Duff's invading finger, which slid in much 


easier than before. 
"That's it baby, see how much easier that was?" he whispered. 


"Mmm," | groaned into his mouth as our lips reconnected. He slid it in and out for a few seconds and then 


added the second finger and | jumped and cried out a little in pain. Shit! No one said anything about it hurting! 


"Shhh Slash, just let me get my finger in, push down" | do and its easier but it still hurts a little. He's gentle 
though, sliding his fingers in and out and stretching me open which feels fucking good and | make a tiny sound 
of pleasure. "You like the way that feels? Getting stretched open?" Duff asked in between kisses. 


"Yeah, it feels good, it doesn't hurt anymore." Izzy ran his teeth up my cock right then and | shrieked 
"Izz!" He looked up at me and smiles evily. This was wrong on so many levels..too many to count! 


"I think he's ready Duff, what do you think?" Izzy asked. | have no idea what they're talking about which makde 
me even more nervous but | knew they wouldn't hurt me and everything they've done so far felt amazing. Is 


this what it's gonna feel like if Axl and | ever-? 
"| think he's ready, | can feel his spot," Duff answered calmly, continuing to stretch me with his fingers. 


"Ready for what?" | asked nervously. My heart thumped inside my chest, | was surprised no one could see it 


against my ribs. 


"To cum harder than you have in your whole life," Izzy said in his oh-so-cool ‘Izzy’ way. He returned his 


mouth to my cock and began to suck me again in earnest, actually managing to deep throat me a litle. 


Duff whispered: "Get ready pretty baby," and fucking dominated my mouth, kissing and biting and sucking on 
my lip. He suddenly crooked his fingers a little and pushed on something inside me and | yelled out my pleasure 
loud enough for the people in Alaska to hear! They were right, this is the best orgasm I've ever had, holy 
fuck! Duff continued to push and rub on that spot inside of me and | just kept cumming hard down Izzy's 
throat. | had one hand fisting Duff's hair and the other gently pulling Izzy's and trying not to push his down 
and choke him. Oh God, oh my God! 


After what seemed like forever, | finally started to calm down and the two of them milked me for every drop 
of cum | had in me. They finally let go of me and Izzy sat up and kissed me for a long time, one hand on the 
back of my head and the other drawing circles on my back gently while Duff went and washed his hands. Izzy 
was an amazing kisser and | got lost in him for a minute until Duff came back in and said: "Sorry Slash, you 


can't keep him, he's mine." 


"Shut up Duff, you see how beautiful his lips are and this is probably my one and only opportunity to kiss 
them so let mel" Izzy replied slyly and turned back to my lips. | returned his kisses eagerly. | don't know what 
it was, but Izzy was an amazing kisser.. "Come here and fuck me tall blonde and beautiful, Slash already came, 


we didn't and | want to, | want you inside me, like right now, get over herel" | got pushed aside. Well then 


Duff didn't waste any time. He snatched the lube off the night stand and squirted some on his fingers and his 
dick. Izzy'd already been fucking him so he didn't require much prep before Duff pushed into him hard. Izzy 
gasped and groaned Duff's name. "Fuck, | like your cock. Fuck me hard, this whole threesome thing's got me so 


hard it hurts." 


Duff laughs softly "Yeah me too," he replied. "Slash, you have no idea how bad | wanted to fuck you instead of 
finger you." | blushed. Ok, now this is getting awkward again.. 
"Yeah well you only get to fuck me! Remember that!" Izzy growls and bit my lip a little. His kisses continued to 


send shocks of pleasure through my body and he grunted every now and then as Duff pounded away behind 
him. Suddenly he let go of my mouth for a second. 


"Oh shit! l'm gonna cum!" He pulled his lips to me hard and groaned Duff's name into my mouth as his body 
stiffens up and cum shoots out onto the bed sheets. There's like a fuck load of it too; Izzy's like me when he 
cums: he cums hard and there's a lot of it. I've had threesomes with Steven before with a girl and he hardly 


sprays at all. Odd. 


Duff suddenly gripped Izzy's hip bones hard and slammed into him even harder and faster and then came, 
shouting Izzy's name before collapsing onto his back. Izzy let go of my lips and turns around and nudged Duff 


off of his back, wrapping his arms around his neck and kisses him. 
"That was fucking amazing," Izzy whispered but | can still hear him. "I think | love you." 
"You love me or my dick?" Duff joked. 


"Both," Izzy said meaningfully. "You make me happy all the time, no matter where we are, I'm never bored with 
you, your smart, you make me laugh, you takec are of me, you just make me happy. Seriously, | think I'm 


falling in love with you. 


A huge smile spreads across Duff's face and he replied to Izzy. "I'm glad to hear I'm not the only one who's 
been feeling that way, I've been falling for you for weeks |zz; falling hard. | just was afraid to say anything 
because you're Mr. Cool and | didn't want you to put a stop to everything. But I'm pretty sure l'm in love with 


you too." 


They started kissing again and | get up off the bed so | don't have to watch and feel awkward and went in the 
bathroom and jumped in their shower quickly and cleaned off my junk And my ass and my neck where Duff 
was kissing me. | came back out of the bathroom and the two love birds have settled down and Izzy is settled 
on Duff's chest, against the headboard propped up on pillows. Ew. It was so sappy it made me want to barf. 


Thank God Axl and | weren't at this stage..or were we? 


‘lm outta here before another love fest starts up. Don't you dare tell Axl what we did; he'll be furious!" | 


warned them while putting my clothes on. “But.tell me something. Why did you do it?" 


"Don't worry, we won't we know better, And why did we do it? How else could we have taught you how to 
please Axl? Now you won't have to be afraid that you'll be no good in bed with him" Izzy said lazily, still in 
that blissful post orgasm state." | stared at him. 


"You're the weirdest fucking teacher on the face of this Earth. You know that, right?" | said, folding my arms. 
Boy did | feel like an idiot. 


"Yeah, heard that one before. But sometimes, the burned hand really does teach best. Learn from experience, | 


say. Right?" Izzy kissed Duff's nose. Duff glowed. "Did you like what we did to you?" 


"Oh my god yes! Thanks for showing me how to prep him.. and Duff what were you touching inside me?" 
"Your prostate, imagine how much better a dick aimed at that spot will feel, Slash." 


"Are you guys gonna tell the rest of the band that you're lovers? Because, eventually, | have the feeling 


someone is gonna catch on." | said. How will THAT go over, | wonder.. 
"Nope," Duff answered. “They'll figure it out, we're not hiding it. | think we'll just introduce a little more PDA" 


| heard him say "We need to shower Izzy," as | went out the door but | didn't hear Izzy's mumbled response. | 
ran into Axl in the hallway, who was coming back towards our room with a pharmacy bag. Hopefully | looked 


normal. 
"Did you get a good nap in, brown eyes?" Axl asked, fumbling for his key. 
"Yeah, | did. Did you go buy us some more medicine?" 


"Yep, you can't get this cough syrup in the US. without a script so | stocked up because it helps my vocal 


cords. How's your fever?" 


"| don't know, | feel better. | felt good enough to hand out with Izzy and Duff for a little while," | shrugged, 


leaving out what | did on said visit. 


"Well come on, baby, let me take your temperature." Axl lead me into the room and sat me down on the bed, 
sliding a plastic cover over the thermometer and putting into my mouth. "IOLB, you're getting better. The 
pharmacist gave me some antibiotic too; here, take two to start with and then one a day for five days." He 
handed me my pack and then took out his and downed two pills. He took his own temperature and it's IOL5; a 
little better. Good. | didn't want him to not get better jus because he was concerned about me. He gave me 
more decongestant and fever pills and took some himself before dividing up our supplies and packing up our 
suitcases. We still had a half an hour to spare so we turned on the TV and he let me watch a show about 
snakes. | was touched; | knew he hated them with a passion. He kissed me a little more while we watched TV 
and | gladly reciprocated, running my finger through his straight red hair, stroking it while he kissed me. 


"You have beautiful hair Red," | told him. He smiled at the nickname. 


Management knocked on our door with a porter about IO minutes later for our suitcases, the nice Haliburton 
ones Aerosmith gave us. Axl and | both take a small bag stuffed with a thermometer and decongestant and a 
bag of clothes. The cough syrup has to go into the suitcases. | fill up my shark tooth necklace with smack. lll 
have to get rigs in NY, there's no way we'll get across the border with those. | made sure that the money 
Izzy owed me was still in my pocket. | still wanted to use it to get Axl a gift, after all. We got into the elevator 
and-holy God id this happening?--Axl grabbed my hand. Axl. Grabbed. My. Hand. 


| looked over at him funny. Like, is he for real? No joke? 


"Just until we get to the lobby." Axl murmured, blushing the color of his hair. The elevator dinged much too 
soon for my taste and | let go of my almost lover's hand. We signed some hurried autographs on the way out 
and our bodyguards hustled us out to the limo. A day in the life of the rockstar. Duff and Izzy were already in 


there and Izzy had his head resting on Duff's chest and Duff's arm was around him. | smiled. Alan and Doug 
get in next along with Steven. Axl, Doug and Steven stared. 


"What the fuck is up with this?" Doug asked immediately when he saw Izzy and Duff snuggling up to each 
other. Whoops. | guess the jig is up for them. 


"What does it look like, asshole?" Izzy asked, eyebrows raised, like he could not believe anyone could be this 


dumb. Truthfully, | couldn't believe it either! 


"It looks like you two have dedided to be more than friends." Doug said, sighing, and pinching his nose like it 
stressed him out. Ha He had no idea.. "Just keep it out of sight of the fans ok?" 


"Yeah sure," Duff says "but we're not hiding it with our friends anymore. You can deal with it like or not. 
Anybody not cool with it?" Nobody says anything. "Good" He smiles and Izzy and they exchange a soft kiss as 
the limo pulls out for the airport. Next Stop? New York City! | feel a twinge of jealousy watching Duff and 
Izzy.. | wished Axl would hold me like that. Someday he will, if | played my cards right. For now I'll take what | 
can, the rest will come with time. | looked over at me and he smiled a little at me and | smiled back softly 
under my curls and he squeezed my hand softly before letting go. | felt just like Duff, falling hard and fast for 
the beautiful red head in the seat next to me. 


"Well, since today was a travel day, | guess we could write it off. You're doing better than | thought anyway." 
Izzy shrugged, rubbing circles on Duff's hand. Better than he thought? What, he didn't believe in me? Thanks a 


lot, Izz. "But tomorrow, Slash, you're back on your game. Got it?" 


"Yes, boss." | replied, hands in pockets, fingering the wad of cash that | was saving for Axl. | knew the perfect 
gift was out there in this city. 


| just had to find it. How hard could that be? 
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"You're late. It's, like, 2 am, Slash. No offense, man, but--" Duff said sleepily. But he stopped when he saw my 
face. | didn't need to see myself to know what | looked like; | was wreck and | fucking knew it. "Dude..are you ok? 
What's wrong?" 


Izzy heard Duff talking and plodded to the door, wearing only a super-long T-shirt and rubbing his eyes. He 


stared at me. 


"Slash? Man, you--what's wrong? Come in, come in" | did. | sat on the floor. Stevie was snoring like a goddamn 


141. They both stared at me in the dim light from the streetlight streaming through the curtains. 
"Tell us what happened, Slash." Izzy said. 


| bit my lip. 
* 


‘C'mon are you ready yet or are you still primping in there?" | teased Axl as he splashed aftershave on his 


face and then dabbed it off softly with a Towel. 


‘lm not primping, l'm not a fucking girl if you don't happen to remember," Axl grumbled but he grinned at me 


when | stepped back into the bathroom. 


| remember, believe me, | remember," | answered and smiled back at him. He finally turned away from the 
mirror and pushed my curls away from my eyes and cupped my face in his hands and kissed me. | quickly 
found myself pressed up against the bathroom counter with Axl grinding his crotch into mine. | moaned and 
pulled him against me and he kept kissing me; snaking his hand between us and moving it stealthily down my 
pants. | whimpered and sucked in my breath as he strokes me a couple of times. Oh God..Axl, you better not 
stop.. 


"Feels like you're not a girl either," he whispers, running his tongue around the edge of my ear while still 
moving his hand up and down my now very restricted cock. He bites my earlobe and then takes his hand out 
of my pants. "Come on, you wanted to take me to that winter carnival in Central Park and then dinner so let's 


go!" he says and | groan in frustration 
"Yeah, blue balls and the cold always go great together," | huffed and followed him out of the bathroom. 


"Aww, you want me to fix that for you?" he asked and pulls me into a deeper kiss. "You know you're really 
starting to mean a lot to me right? You know, not even my own mom ever took care of me when | was sick, 
nobody ever has, except maybe Izzy but it wasn't the same thing, it wasn't the way you did. Plus you forgive 
me when | get angry at you, you've got the guts enough to fight back which most people don't. I've never 
wanted to care for anyone the way | want to care for you either;, you think I've ever bought anyone else a 
fancy blanket or had anyone else buy me something nice like that just because they knew | was cold and 
uncomfortable? No way! | liked taking care of you when you were sick too, | was worried wanted you to feel 
better. | like holding you, | like holding you at night, | liked holding your hand in the elevator the other day. | like 
how flustered you get sometimes talking to me and how you blush when | kiss you. | liked how you cum so 
easily for me when | touch you, | like the way you touch me. | think you're beautiful when you're naked, and 
when you're not. | just, | like you, | like making you happy," He said to me, surprising the hell out of me. Where 
did THAT come from? ls this really the same Axl: the crazy one ready to fly off the handle and sock you for 
saying the wrong thing, that Axl?? No way.. 


| felt myself doing way more than blushing: my face, my neck, and my chest are all beet red and Axl chuckled 


agai n. 


"l--I like you a lot too Axl," | manage to stammer out but | can't look at him, all | can do is hide behind my 
hair and look down at my feet. My shyness was going to be my goddamn downfall one of these days. He tilts 
my chin up and kisses me again but deeper this time and pulls me over to the bed and gently pushes me down 
on the bed and straddles my body, still kissing me. | feel a hand run up under my shirt and softly smooth 
down my chest. | relax into Axl's kisses and he continues to softly stroke my chest and stomach, his fingers 
running up and down the strip of hair leading from my belly button to the button of my jeans making me 
squirm under him wanting more. Finally he peeled off my shirt and his own and popped the button of my jeans 
with his teeth. | growled and slowly pulled down my zipper and pulled my jeans off of my body quickly dropping 
his own to the floor as well. 


"Do you have any idea how goddamn sexy you are?" he asks me looking me over. He's already as hard as | am, 


his dick standing at full attention. | felt my own cock throb at the sight of him. 


"No, but believe me from where l'm laying you're pretty fucking hot yourself," | reply 
He quickly moves down so that he's kneeling down between my legs. "I want to taste you so badly right now, 


you have no idea..." 


"| promise to take care of those later," Axl promises, giving me a cheeky grin. Come on now, I'm excited about 


this surprise plan you have for us tonight!" 


| smile again at the fact that he's excited to be going out with me. It's still so new and a little unbelievable and 
strange to me that he seems to be reciprocating my feelings and enjoying the things we do together and not 
just the sexual things but just talking and hanging out and even cuddling up to me when we slept. 


We'd been in NY since yesterday and we slept through most of the bus ride yesterday and were feeling much 
better. after almost a whole day and night of sleep and three days of antibiotics, | was ready to fucking take 
on the world! We could both breathe again for the most part and neither one of us had fevers, which is why | 
decided to take Axl out tonight. We were playing three shows with Aerosmith here, one in Manhattan, one in 
Jersey, and one further upstate but the city was our hub. Our first show was tomorrow--which meant we 


had today off--and | really wanted to do something fun with Axl. 


"Stop blushing and hiding those pretty brown eyes behind your hair and come on," Axl says and pulls me into 


another kiss. 


| grin and pull him towards the door. "Bundle up, Red, its cold out and | don't want you to get sick again," | tell 
him. We both pull on our heavy coats and gloves and hats and scarves and head to the elevators. Axl thinks 
we're going to hail a cab but instead | guide him over to a horse drawn carriage that | had arranged to be 


waiting for us. 


"Really?" he asks me beaming as the driver gets out and opens the small carriage door for us. | could see the 


sparkle of the city lights in his eyes. God they were beautiful.. 


"Yes really, we ride in enough cabs; this way we can see the city a little AND you have to snuggle up to me to 
keep warm during the ride to the restaurant," | tell him teasingly. This time it's him that blushes not me. Axl 
climbs into the carriage but as | move to climb in a guy bumps into me, knocking me backwards a litte. | 


stumble but manage to stay on my feet. 

"Hey I'm sorry man," the guy says. "I've never been in the city before, | was just looking at all the buildings...” 
he trails off. He looked like a foreigner too, trust me. "Hey, aren't you Slash from Guns n Roses?" He glances 
up at the carriage “And..Axl Rose?" he asks excitedly. 

Axl and | share a look. "Yeah," | admit. 


"Cool! What are you two doing in one of these things?" the guy asked, clearly awestruck. Seriously, man? Can't 


you see we're busy? Jeez.. 
‘Same thing as you, sightseeing, it's not really the same thing in a cab," Axl said, looking slightly impatient. 


"Awesome," the guy answered, hands in pockets. Apparently he didn't think to wear gloves. Duh. "Hey, | have my 


camera in my pocket, can | get my picture taken with you guys? My friends will be so jealous!" 


"Sure," | agreed, just wanting to get rid of the dude so | could snuggle up next to Axl and enjoy our date. Ah, 
the cost of being famous. Axl reluctantly climbs down from the carriage and we get the driver to take a 

picture of us with the guy. He finally moves on, thank God, and we climb back up into the carriage. We wrap 
the soft inner blankets and heavy outer wool blankets around our shoulders and cuddle up together. There's 


four hot water bottles around our feet and everything feels perfect. 


We pulled away from the hotel entrance and | wrap my arm around Axl's waist and he moves even closer to 
me and he lays his head on my shoulder nuzzling his face into my neck and hair and pressing a soft kiss on 
my neck. "Thank you for this," he whispers in my ear. "It might be the sweetest thing anybody's ever done for 


me in terms of a date. Not just dinner and a movie." Wow it just got really hot out here.. 


"Well, you can't talk in a movie and | wanted to be able to look around the city at night with you. The 
Christmas tree is up in Rockefeller center, | want to see it with you. | wanted tonight to be really special 
because you're really special to me," | almost mumbled and | can feel my face burning already and hiding 


behind my hair. | stammered myself into silence, my cheeks pink with more than the cold. 


"Really?" He looked at me, his bright eyes sparkling with the rainbow of neon all around us. God he was so 


beautiful... 


"Yeah..but lets go get dinner first. I'm kinda hungry." | thought my face was going to melt, it was so hot. 
Please don't screw this up, Slash... 


The carriage dropped us off a few blocks from the restaurant. Aerosmith's tour manager recommended the 
place to me, seeing as | never visited the East Coast much, and when | did with my mom | was too little to 
remember it. We walked along the crowded sidewalks. | didn't hold his hand here. Too much attention and 
whatnot. Some people were already staring because of the way we looked. Whatever. | reached into the back 
pocket of my jeans to fish my wallet out. Huh. That's weird. | thought | put in that pocket. Maybe the other 
one? | searched the other back pocket. Not there either. Getting a little concerned, | dug into my coat. No 
wallet. Oh shit. Oh no. Fuck fuck fuck! That all the money that Izzy gave me in it! That was all | had! Where the 


hell was my wallet?! 


| stopped dead, desperately looking at the ground around me to see if it fell out. Straw papers, gum, cigarette 
butts--Axl, not noticing, walked right into me. 


"Ow! Slash, what the--" 


| put it in my pocket.didn't |? Why isn't it here? | dropped to my knees and fumbled around on the sidewalk like 
a blind man who had dropped his cane. Passersby gave me weird looks and mumbled irritably as they walked 


around me. Axl stared at me with raised eyebrows, like he couldn't believe what he was seeing. 


"Slash, what in holy fuck are you doing?" He asked, hands on his hips, trying to decipher why | was digging in 
the grime of the streets like Indiana Jones. The knees of my jeans were getting dirty as | scrambled around on 
the asphalt. It was nowhere to be found. No, no, no..This isn't happening to me right now. This isn't happening. 
My heart was thumping, | could barely breathe-| was gonna blow this! | had to find it! | had tol 


"Oh! | thought | dropped my lighter, that's alll" | said hastily. "But then | remembered | left it in the hotel 
room!" Axl stared. Damn it, l'm a terrible liar and he knows it. | wondered if his eyebrows could go any higher. 


Maybe | dropped it in those couple blocks we walked on the way herel 


"Hey, why don't we go for a walk quick?" | didn't even let him answer; | just grabbed his wrist and yanked him 
along the busy street. | was practically running back through the streets, knocking people aside, dragging Axl 
behind me by his tiny little wrist and he was cawing in protest. He was going to hate me for this later.unless | 
found my wallet and made it up to him ASAP. I'm so stupid! How could this be happening to me! Who the fuck 
did | piss off in a past life? 


"Ow, ow! Slash, what the fuck? Let go, that hurts! What the hell are you doing?" | heard him yelling at me 
from behind. Sorry, Ax.! hope you understand.. 


Finally we were in the confines of a tight, black alleyway. My heart felt like it was going to burst out of my 
chest and breathing hurt. Axl was gasping for breath behind me. He leaned against the wall, panting. 


"Dammit, Slash, you stupid fuck! What was that all about?" He demanded. 


But | was too busy tearing up and down the alleyway like a vulture, scanning every crevice and crack, every 
shadowy corner. Dammit dammit dammit! 


"Slash, will you just tell me what the fuck is going on?!" Axl yelled, grabbing me forcefully by the shoulders to 
stop my pacing. Shit, do | tell him the truth? No! Then he'd ask all kinds of questions and reprimand me for 
being so careless. No, | couldn't do that. 


‘lm looking for my lighter!" | stammered, still scanning with my eyes. The rest of me was held to the spot by 
his small but strong hands. Dammit, he wasn't going to buy that. He didn't buy it the first time... 


"lm calling bullshit. We can get you another lighter at a gas station for a dollar, Slash. Don't fucking lie to me, 
remember?" His eyes were no longer that soft seafoam, they were hard and steely and narrowed looking at 
me. "Now, what the hell is actually wrong? You look like you dropped something important.” Fuck. | blew it. | blew 
it big time. 


"Axl. can't find my wallet" | admitted shakily, trying not to have a panic attack in front of him. His expression 


softened slightly, but his tone of voice didn't. 

"What?! 

"Its not in any of my jeans pockets, or my coat. | swear | put it in my jeans when we left the hotell" 
"Well, fuck! Check again!" | did, even though | knew damn well it wasn't there. 

"Its not there’ 


"Well, think, genius! Got any holes in your pockets, or did you take it out on the way here? Retrace your steps! 
Its not hard!" 


| closed my eyes hard, trying to block out the sound of my pounding heart. Ok, | had it when we left the hotel, 
because | paid the carriage driver with a $20 out of it.then that guy ran into me and wanted a picture--- 


My heart stopped. Oh, no--that guy.. 


"That guy fucking stole my wallet when he bumped into me! | bet he took it right out of my pocket! Fuck, he 


could be anywhere right now!" Axl stared at me, lost and angry, 

"What guy?" 

"The guy that took the picture with us! With the ugly ass bomber jacket! Dammit, that had everything it it-- 
my driver's license, my green card, all my cash! Fuck!" | kicked the wall and pain erupted in my big toe. Nice 


move, Slash. Not only did you blow your date, you pissed him off and now you busted up your toe. Good one. 


A hand on my wrist dragged me away. It was firm. Too firm. Red hair was flying back in my face in the nippy 


air. 

"Where are we going?" | asked in a small voice. Axl didn't turn around and look at me. 

"To the fucking police station to file a report." 

And that was all he said in the cab ride over there, while | filled out paperwork in the precinct and in the cab 
back to the hotel. And he was still silent when we got back into the room. He stripped off his clothes in silence. 
| could feel the angry electricity in the air. Hot tears stung the corners of my eyes. 


"Axl? Please say something. You haven't said a word to me since we left for the police station...” 


“Asshole'. There's a word!" Axl snapped as he slammed the bathroom door. | stared at the carpet. | think | liked 
silence better.. But | edged closer to the closed door. 


"Look, I'm sorry for everything that happened tonight. | know you wanted to have a fun night with a nice dinner 
and everything, and because some of shithead we couldn't do that. I'm sorry this night was ruined, ok?" | was 
crying now. Fuck, | never cry. The door opened suddenly and Axl stood there in his pajamas, face pink with 


anger. 


"Fuck you, Slash! You have no idea what | wanted tonight! | just wanted to have a nice evening with youl | didn't 
care about some fancy dinner and shit! | just wanted to spend some time with you after we'd been both sick 
for days! Hell, we could have stayed in here and watched bad movies all night and | still would have had a 
goddamn ball!" Axl spat. | stared. 


"What the fuck are you upset about then? lM the one who got robbed!" | said, trying to dab the tears out of 


eyes before he could see them. 


‘lm upset because you lied to me, Slash! | told you before to never lie to me, and you did. To me, that says 
that you don't trust me enough to tell me the truth. | need someone | can trust, Slash. And if | think you can't 
trust me, then this is never gonna work!" He sat on his bed, facing away from me, trying to slow his 


breathing. | just stared at his back. 


x 
"WHAT?" Izzy gaped at me. | was now certain that entire floor heard him. But | was so ashamed and 
disappointed (not to mention humiliated) that | just didn't fucking care. 


"Yeah, it fucking happened, Izzy. Its over. So sue me." | mumbled, red-faced, at the crimson-and-gold spotted 
carpet. | wanted to look anywhere but at his face. Anywhere.. 


"But how?" Izzy said incredulously, not believing a word. But it was the truth. | wouldn't lie. But | wish it wasn't 
the truth, more than anything.. | wish it was a dream; that we were still sleeping, and the day hadn't started 
yet. 


"| don't know, ok? | don't fucking know..." | buried my face in my hands. The other two were silent for far longer 
than | wanted them to be. 


"Was everything in there?" Duff asked me. | nodded. "Even the money Izzy gave you?" | nodded again, making 


sure my face was well-hidden by my mop of curls. Nice to know they were good for something. 
"Fuck." Steven breathed, his eyes as wide as dinner-plated, and not from the drugs. 


"Man, l.l wish | could help you, but that was just about all the cash | had on me." Izzy said regretfully. "And 


we don't get our next advance till next week.” 


"Why didn't you tell Axl the truth right off the bat? Thats why he was so upset, right?" Duff asked me 
gently. | shrugged. 


"I didn't want him to be ashamed of me..Or think | was stupid.| don't know.." The tears were falling freely now. 


"But | blew it. He's so pissed off." 


"No, you shouldn't have lied to him. That's a sore spot with him. But.it's not the end of the world. It really 
isn't. He's been pissed at worse and gotten over it. Just let him cool off tonight. Go on, get some sleep. You look 
like you could use it" said Izzy heavily. 

| made my way back into our shared room. Axl was still awake, still staring at the wall where | left him. He 


turned around when | walked in. Silence. Then-- 

"how much was in your wallet?" | wiped my face and counted in my head. 

"Like.. $160..." 

Axl stood up wordlessly. He crossed the room to his dresser, where his brand-new wallet was lying. My eyes 

got wide. He opened it up and pulled out a handful of twenties, counting them quickly before shoving them into 
my hands. 

"Here. | feel bad that that asshat stole your money that you worked hard for. | didn't really spend any of my 
advance yet, so | still have it all. Just take it. And don't worry about paying me back. But next time..don't lie to 
me like that." 


And with that, he got back into his bed and turned out the light, leaving me standing wordlessly in the dark. 


